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THE VENETIAN BRACELET. 



ThoM subtle poisons which made science crime. 
And knowledge a temptation ; could we doubt 
One moment the great curse upon our world. 
We must bdieve, to find that even good 
May thus be tum'd to evil. 



YOL.n. 
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THE VENETIAN BRACELET. 



Another tale of thine ! fair Italie — 
What makes my lute, mj heart, aye turn to thee ? 
I do not know thy language, — that is still 
Like the mysterious music of the rill ; — 
And neither have I seen thy cloudless sky, 
Where the sun hath his immortality ; 
Thy cities crown'd with palaces, thy halls 
Where art's great wonders light the storied walls ; 
Thy fountains' silver sweep ; thy groves, where dwell 
The rose and orange, summer's citadel ; 
Thy songs that rise at twilight on the air. 
Wedding the breath thy thousand flowers sigh there ; 
Thy tales of other times ; thy marble shrines, 
Lovely though fallen, — for the ivy twines 
Its graceful wreath around each ruin'd fane, 
As still in some shape beauty would remain. 
I know them not, yet, Italie, thou art 
The promised land that haunts my dreaming heart. 
Perchance it is as well thou art unknown : 
I could not bear to lose what I have thrown 
Of magic round thee, — but to find in thee 
What hitherto I still have found in all — 
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THE VENETIAN BRACELET. 

Thou art not stamped with that reality 

Which makes our being's sadness, and its thrall ! 
But now, whenever I am mix'd too much 
With worldly natures till I feel as such ; — 
(For these are as the waves that turn to stone, 
Till feelings keep their outward show alone) — 
When wearied by the vain, chill'd by the cold, 
Impatient of society's set mould — 
The many meannesses, the petty cares. 
The long avoidance of a thousand snares, 
'The lip that must be chain'd, the eye so taught 
To image all but its own actual thought ; — 
(Deceit is this world's passport : who would dare. 
However pure the breast, to lay it bare ?) — 
When worn, my nature struggling with my fate, 
Checking my love, but, oh, still more my hate ; — 
(Why should I love ? flinging down pearl and gem 
To those who scorn, at least care not for them : 
Why should I hate ? as blades in scabbards melt, 
I have no power to make my hatred felt ; 
Or, I should say, my sorrow : — I have borne 
So much unkindness, felt so lone, so lorn, 
I could but weep, and tears may not redress. 
They only fill the cup of bitterness) — 
Wearied of this, upon what eager wings 
My spirit turns to thee, and bird-like flings 
Its best, its breath, its spring, and song o'er thee. 
My lute's enchanted world, fair Italie. 
To me thou art a vision half divine. 
Of myriad flowera lit up with summer shiue — 
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The passionate rose, the violet's Tyrian dye, 
The wild bee loves them not more tenderly ; 
Of vineyards like Aladdin's gem-set hall. 
Fountains like fairy ones with music's fall ; 
Of sorrows, too ; for e'en on this bright soil 
Grief has its shadow, and care has its coil, 
But e'en amid its darkness and its crime, 
Touch'd with the native beauty of such clime, 
Till wonder rises with each gushing tear : — 
And hath the serpent brought its curse even here ? 

Such is the tale that haunts me : I would fain 
Wake into pictured life the heart's worst pain ; 
And seek I if pale cheek and tearful eye 
Answer the notes that wander sadly by. 
And say not this is vain, in our cold world, 
Where feelings sleep like wither'd leaves upfurl'd : 
'Tis much to wash them with such gentle rain, 
Calling their earlier freshness back again. 
The heart of vanity, the head of pride, 
Touch'd by such sorrow, are half purified ; 
And we rise up less selfish, having known 
Part in deep grief, yet that grief not our own. 

■ 

I. 

They stood beside the river, that young pair — 
She with her eyes cast down, for tears were there. 
Glittering upon the eyelash, though unshed ; 
He murmuring those sweet words so often said 
By parting lover, still as fondly spoken 
As his could be, the only ones not broken. 
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The girl was beautiful ; her forehead high 

Was white as are the marble fanes that lie 

On Grecian lands, making a fitting shrine 

Where the mind spoke ; the arch'd and raven line 

Was very proud, but that was soften'd now,— 

Only sad tenderness was on her brow. 

She wore the peasant dress, — the snowy lawn 

Closely around her whiter throat was drawn, 

A crimson boddice, and the skirt of blue 

So short, the fairy ankle was in view ; 

The arm was hidden by the long loose sleeve, 

But the small hand was snow; around her hair 
A crimson net such as the peasants weave, 

Bound tlie rich curls, and left the temples bare. 
She wore the rustic dress, but there was not 
Aught else in her that marked the rustic's lot : 
Her bearing seem'd too stately, though subdued 
By all that makes a woman's gentlest mood — 
The parting hour of love. And there they leant, 
Mirror'd below in the clear element 
That roird along, with wild shrubs overhung. 
And coloured blossoms that together clung — 
That peasant girl, that high-born cavalier, 
Whispering those gentle words so sweet to hear, 
And answered by flush'd cheek, and downcast eye. 
And ro^elip parted, with half smile, half sigh. 
Young, loving, and beloved, — these are brief word% 
And yet they touch on all the finer chords, 
Whose music is our happiness : the tone 
May die away and be no longer known 
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In the harsh wisdom brought by after-years, 

Lost in that worldliness which scars and sears. 

And makes the misery of life's troubled scene;— 

Still it is much to think that it has been. 

They loved with such deep tenderness and truth, — 

Feelings forsaking us as does our youth, — 

They did not dream that love like theirs could die, 

And such belief half makes eternity. 

Yes, they were parting ; still the fairy hope 

Had in their clear horizon ample scope 

For her sweet promises, without the showers 

That are their comrades in life's after-hours. 

They parted trustingly; they did not know 

The vanity of youthful trust and vow ; 

And each believed the other, — for each read 

In their own hearts the truth of what each said. 

The dews are drying rapidly : — away. 

Young warrior ! those far banners chide thy stay. 

Hark! the proud trumpet swells upon the wind, — 

His first of fields, he must not be behind. 

The maiden's cheek flush'd crimson, and her eye 
Flash'd as the martial music floated by. 
She saw him spring upon his snow-white steed, — 
It dash'd across the plun with arrowy speed. 
The beat of heart, the flush of cheek, are^gone, — 
Amena^e but felt she was alone. 
The vow which soothed her, and the hope which cheer'd, 
The pride which nerved, with him had disappear'd. 
" Lboni, dear Leoni ! " — *twas in vain : — 
The mocking echo answer'd her again. 

B 4 
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— It is deep wretchedness this passionate burst 
Of parting's earlier grief, but not the worst ; 
It is the lingering days of after-care 
That try the wasted spirit most to bear. 
Now listless, languid, as the world had left 
Nothing to interest, of him bereft ; 
Now lull'd by opiate thoughts that but restore 
The mind its tone, to make it sink the more ; 
Now fever'd by anxiety, for rife 
Are fears when fancy calls them into life ; 
And then that nameless dread of coming woe, 
Which only those whoVe felt it e'er can know : 
These still have been in absence, still will be. 
And these, AmesaIde, were all for thee. 

The valley in a summer twilight lay — 
That fairy confine of the night and day — 
When leant Amena&e behind the shade 
The fragrant shrubs around her lattice made, 
'Scaped from her nurse^ and each consoling phrase 
Sinking the spirit that it fain would raise. 
The room was small and dark; but when the wind 
Moved the green branches of the myrtle-blind, 
A crimson beauty wooed the maiden's eye: — 
She look'd and saw, where, dark against the sky, 
His father's battlements rose on the air ; — 
Alas, how haughty and how high they were ! 
An orphan she, a rustic's nursling child, — 
Oh, how could hope have ever so beguiled ! 

'^ AiiEKilDB I " her kind old nurse's voice ; 
" Nay, come to me, dear child, come and rejoice." 
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Wondering, she enters, — strangers round her stand. 

And kindlj takes their lordly chief her hand. 

'' So fair a peasant, sooth, but it is shame 

To tell thee, maiden, of another name. 

In the wild troubles which have rent our state 

Thj noble father met an exile's fate ; — 

Nay, not that anxious look ; he is no more. 

And sorrowing Genoa can but restore 

His honours to his child : I was aware, 

Thanks to that faithful creature's parent care, 

His daughter lived ; and dear the task to me 

To bring these words, and let Arezzi be 

The first to greet and honour. Countess, mine, 

Loveliest and last of Alfiobi's line." 

n. 

Fit for a palace was that lovely room. 
Hung with the azure of an eastern loom, 
And carpeted with velvet, where the flowers 
Companion'd those whereon the April hours 
Had shed their beauty ; numbers stood around 
Of vases where each varpng hue was found, 
From the white myrtle-bud and lily-bell, 
Like pearls that in the ocean-waters dwell, 
To those rich tints which on the tulip lie, 
Telling their southern birth and sunny sky. 
The wine-cups of the sun : — each silken blind 
Waved to and fro upon the scented wind. 
Now closing till the twilight-haunted room 
Was in an atmosphere of purple gloom^ 
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First scarcely letting steal one crimson raj, 

Then flung all open to the glowing day. 

Pictares were bung above; how more than fair ! 

The changing light made almost life seem there. 

A faint rose-colour wandered o'er the cheek, 

Seem'd the chance beams from each dark eye to break ; 

And you could deem each braided auburn wave 

Moved, as its gold the glancing sun-light gave. 

And fitting mistress had the charmed scene : 

Leant, like a beautiful and eastern queen. 

Upon a purple couch — how soft and warm 

Clung the rich colour to her ivory arm ! — 

Amenaide reclined. Awhile she lay, — 

Then, as if movement hurried time away, 

She paced the room, gazed on each pictured face^ — 

Then wreathed the flowers, — then watch'd, as if to trace 

The evening close : again the couch was press'd. 

But feverish, restless, more for change than rest : 

And yet all this was only the excess 

Of over-much impatient happiness. 

Many a weary hour and day had past 

For that young Countess, — this day was the last. 

He was returned, with all war could confer 

Of honourable name, to home and her. 

Leoni would to-night be in the hall 

"Where Count Arezzi held his festival ; 

Would hear her history ; how there was now 

Nothing to chain the heart or check the vow. 

— And must they meet first in a careless crowd ? 

This was a moment's grief; though she felt proud 
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That he should see how well she could beseem 
Her present rank, yet keep her early dream ; 
See her the worshipp'd of the courtly throng. 
Sigh of each lip, and idol of each song ; 
Hear the fair flatteries offer'd, yet behold 
Her courtesy so graceful, but so cold ; 
And know it was for him her heart's young throne 
Was ever kept, the lovely and the lone. 

ni. 

O pleasant was that night the toilet's care, — 
What broider'd robe to don, what gems to wear I 
Her hair was parted on her brow, each braid 
Black as the dark-wing'd raven's darkest shade, 
And gather'd up with diamonds, — few there were, — 
Just stars to light the midnight of her hair. 
Well did the sweeping robe of emerald green, . 
Wrought in rich gold, suit with her stately mien. 
" How beautiful she looks this evening ! " burst 
From every lip, when that fair Countess first 
Enter'd Arezzi's haU : her heart's content 
To every lighted look its lustre lent. 
Her beauty's fault had been, it was too cold ; 
Features too tranquil in their perfect mould, 
A cheek somewhat too pale ; but not to-night, — 
The eye was sparkling, and the cheek was bright. 
Grently she glided to a balustrade, 
Where jessamine a pleasant shadow made : 
It raised no marvel ; never had her hand 
With its white beauty link'd the saraband ; 
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And seldom did she join the converse gaj, 
Where the light flattery gains its gilded way : 
They seldom won more than a few cold words, 
As when unskilful hands awake the chords 
Of some lorn lute, the music of whose tone 
Lives for one touch, and only for that one. 
She dwelt within the circle of her heart, 
A charm'd world, lovely, lonely, and apart, 
Where it had seem'd to her as sin and shame 
Aught there had enter* d, not in his dear name. 
— It was a spell-touch'd hour. That gorgeous hall, 
With perfume floating and with music's fall. 
Light steps, and gentle laugh and whispers bland, — 
Was it their words or the sweet airs that fann'd 
The beauty's cheek into a redder rose ? — 
And starry eyes, like what the clear night shows, 
But wandering ones ; and there were golden curls 
Like sudden sunshine ; and dark braids, whose pearls 
Were lost on the white neck when there they fell ; 
And there were shapes, such as in pictures dwell ; 
It look'd like fairy land. With (eager glance 
She watch'd the door, and counted every dance ; 
Then time grew long, hope caught a shade of fear,-— 
** Leoni — but they said he would be here! " 
When sudden came Arezzi to her side, — 
^' Look there, the Count Leoni and his bride I 
She with the violet wreath in her bright hair ; 
Sooth but to say, that English bride is fair ! 
But I must go and have my welcome paid." 
Alone Amenaide stood in the shade, — 
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Alone I aj, utterly. A couch was nigb, 
And there she sank, — oh, had it been to die ! 

IV. 

Alas for the young heart thus early thrown 
Back on itself, the unloved and the lone I 
For this should be the lesson of long years, 
The weary knowledge taught and traced by tears, 
Till even those are frozen, and we grow 
Cold as the grave that yawns for us below : 
But this was like those sudden blasts that fling 
ITnlook'd-for winter on the face of spring, — 
And worst woe for the heart, whose early fate 
Leaves it so young, and, ob, so desolate. 
She had one feeling left, — it was of pride, — 
Oh, misery, how much she had to hide ! 
And steps were now approaching her : she sprung 
From off the couch, and every nerve was strung 
For that worst rack, the rack of outward show. 
Still haunts such vanity the deepest woe. 
The heart may swell to bursting, but the while 
The features wear the seeming of a smile : 
The eye be lesson'd, and the lip be seal'd. 
And wretchedness be, like the plague, conceal'd. 
— It was the Count Asezzi : << What, still here ! — 
Come, thou wild dreamer of another sphere, 
I must shut out the sky, if thus it share 
My stars, thine eyes, which should be shining there. 
Making yon hall its equal ; but to-night 
You have, AmenXadb, a rival light. 
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The English bride, — seeronnd they crowd to gaze 

On the new loveliness her form displays. 

Why, she should bear the name which once you bore, 

— The peasant countess, — it would suit her more." 

A moment, and the group were pressed aside, 

She stood before Leomi and his bride. 

He knew her history, and each met prepared ; 

Cold looks were given, careless converse shared : 

At first Leoni shunn'd to meet her eye, — 

A moment's awkwardness, — but that pass'd by. 

How much we give to other hearts our tone. 

And judge of others* feelings by our own ! 

Himself was altered : — all he sought to do 

Was, to believe that she was alter'd too- 

Her cheek was paler than 'twas wont to be, — 

That was its round of midnight gaiety : 

Her smile less frequent, and her brow more grave, — 

'Twas her new rank its stateliness that gave : 

New friends press'd round, — their interview is o'er, — 

And he pass'd on, to think of it no more ; 

And she to seem as thoughtless. Till to-night. 

Like some fair planet in its own far. light. 

She shone apart ; to-night she sought the crowd, 

Join'd in their mirthfulness, and laugh'd aloud ; 

Was ready with gay converse, — thai light mirth 

Which like the meteor has from darkness birth : 

She watch'd her circle, — ready smile or sneer, — 

Sneers for the absent ones, smiles for the near. 

Till every other hall sent forth its tide, 

And half the guests were gather'd at her side. 
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It was an evil feeling that which now 

Flushed on her cheek, and lighted up her brow, — 

Part bitterness, part vanity, part woe, — 

The passionate strife which pride and misery know ; 

A burning wish to wake a vain regret 

In that false one, who now had best forget ; 

To show Leoni how that she, the queen, 

Made his fair Edith nothing on the scene : 

Her rival, — hers, — language has not a word 

By woman's ear so utterly abhorr'd. 

No marvel, for it robs her only part 

Of sweet dominion, — empire o'er the heart. 

V. 

Leoni and his bride have left the hall. 
Why does that cheek grow pale, that dark eye fall ? 
Why does that lip its wit, its smiling cease ? — 
It only pass'd for beauty's gay caprice. 
She left the feast, — but, oh, not yet alone ; 
Many a cavalier has eager flown 
Upon her gondola's home course to wait, 
And sigh farewell at her own palace-gate. 
Her maidens gather'd round. What more, yet more, 
To read the breast now throbbing to the core ? 
She hurried not their task, — each silken braid 
Of raven hair was in set order laid : 
But once she show'd her weakness, — when her hand 
Strove vainly to unloose a glittering band. 
It trembled like a leaf : — but that pass'd by ; 
Struggle she mighty but no one heard her sigh ; 
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And when her last good night was courteous said. 

Never more queenlike seem'd that lofty head. 

The last step died upon the marble stair, — 

She sprang towards the door, — the bolt is there : — 

She tried the spring, gave one keen look around, 

Mutter'd " alone ! " and dash'd her on the ground. 

Corpse-like she lay, — her dark air wildly thrown 

Far on the floor before her ; white as stone. 

As rigid stretch'd each hand, — her face was press'd 

Close to the earth ; and but the heaving vest 

Told of some pang the shuddering frame confessed, 

She seem'd as stricken down by instant death, — 

Sudden she rais'd her head, and gasp'd for breath 

And nature master'd misery. She sought. 

Panting, the air from yonder lattice brought. 

Ah, there is blood on that white lip and brow ! — 

She struggles still, — in vain, — she must weep now : 

She wept, childlike, till sleep began to press 

Upon her eyes for very weariness. 

She sleeps ! — so sleeps the wretch beside the stake : 

She sleeps ! — how dreadful from such sleep to wake ! 

VL 

She was both proud and cold : not hers the heart 
Easy to lure, and ready to depart, — 

A trifle, toy, — but that fair Countess gave : 

No common gift when she became a slave ; 1 

And only did she hold her gift redeemed 
By that high worthiness she had but dream'd. 
A peasant, yet she felt his equal still ; 
And when her loflty state beseemed her will, 
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It was such pride, such pleasure, to have known 
Leoni's love was for herself alone. 
And in her young romance's loftier view 
One touch of vanity might mingle too : 
It was the triumph of her lowlier state 
She had been even then a noble*s mate. 
Amenaide had many faults ; her youth 
Had seen too soon life's bitterness and truth : 
The cutting word, the cold or scornful look, 
All that her earlier days had had to brook — 
The many slights the humble one receives — 
Lay on her memory like wither'd leaves ; 
And homage from the crowd, and lovers' praise, 
Were all too apt disgust and doubt to raise. 
There was a something wayward in her mood ; 
She left her heart too much to solitude : 
For kindly thoughts are social ; but she held 
A scornful creed, and sympathy repell'd. 
That sullen barrier had one gentle break,— 
She loved, — she loved, — and for Leoni's sake 
Believed there were some angel steps on earth : — 
As truth that keeps the promise of its birth ; 
As faith that will not change, that will not tire. 
And deems its gold the purer for the fire. 
Her love was all her nature's better part, 
The confidence, the kindness of her heart ; 
The source of all the sweet or gentle there : 
But thi& was past, — what had it left ?— despair ! 

VOL, u. o 



18 THE VENETIAN BRACELET. 

VII. 

The wind threw back the curtain fraught with rose: — 
Can sorrow be upon such gales as those ? 
Yes, for it waked the Countess. Up she sprung, 
Startled, surprised, to see how she was flung 
By the veranda, — and that open, too ; 
Her hair was heavy with a weight of dew ; 
Scarcely aroused, painful and slow she raised 
Her weary head, and round in wonder gazed. 
It was her own fair room, — some frightful dream. 
But indistinct, — she struggled with a scream : 
Her eye has caught a mirror, — that pale face, 
Why lip and brow are sullied by the trace 
Of blood ; its stain is on her tangled hair, 
Which shroud-like hides the neck that else were bare. 
Around that neck there is a fragile chain, 
And memory's flood comes rushing o'er her brain : 
Leoni's gift, — its slight gold links are brokem, — 
So are the vows of which it was the token. 
Who has not loathed that worst, that waking hour. 
When grief and consciousness assert their power; 
When misery has morn's freshness, yet we fain 
Would hold it as a dream, and sleep again ; 
Then know 'tis not illusion of the night, 
And sicken at the cold and early light ? 
How ever shall we pass the weary day. 
When thus we shudder at its opening ray ? 
She gazed upon the glass, then glanced around. 
In wonder at the contrast which she found. 
The walls were faintly colour'd with the bloom 
Which comes when mom has struggled through the gloom. 
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And blushes for success : the silken veil 
Of the blue hangings seemed to catch the gale, 
Then keep its sweetness prisoner : on th« floor 
The Persian loom had spread its velvet store : 
Vases stood round, each carved with such fine art, 
The flowers that fill'd seem'd of themselves a part ; 
A sandal lute lay on an inlaid stand. 
Whose rich-wrought ivory spoke its Indian land : 
Shells of bright colours, foreign toys of gold. 
And crystals wrought in many a curious mould ; 
Pictures, a prince's ransom in their worth ; 
Small alabaster statues ; — all that earth 
H&s rich or varied, all that wealth could buy. 
Loathing she tum'd. ** Yet what a wretch am 1 1 
This must not be 1 — stain'd cheek and fever'd brow 
Too much the secret of my soul avow. 
Aye deep as is the grave my heart shall keep 
What burning tears Amenaide could weep. 
Oh, never let Leoni know the worst : 
'Tis well if he believe I changed the first. 
Too much e'en to myself has been reveal'd. 
— And thus be every trace of tears conceal'd.** 
She sought the alcove where the fountain play'd. 
And wash'd from lip and cheek their crimson shade ; 
And bathed her long hair, till its glossy curls 
Wore not a trace but of the dewy pearls 
The waters left, as if in pity shed ; 
She loosed the bolt, and sought her silken bed ; 
But easier far had been the rack, the wheel :— 
When hath the body felt what mind can feel ? 

2 



20 THE TENETIAN BEACELET. 

vm. 

The weary day pass'd.on — night came again : — 
Amena£de has join'd the glittering train ; 
Self-torturer — self-deceiver — cold and high, 
She said it was to mock the curious eye. 
Such strength is weakness. Was it not to be 
Where still, Leoni, she might gaze on thee ? 
— She heard the history of his English bride : 
A patient nurse at her pale mother's side 
Leoni saw her first : — that mother s hand 
(A stranger she and wanderer in the land) 
Gave the sweet orphan to his care, — and here 
Was all to soften, all that could endear. 
Together wept they o'er the funeral stone. 
His the sole heart she had to lean upon. 
Now months had pass'd away, and he was come 
To bring his beautiful, his dear one home. 
Her beauty was like morning's, breathing, bright, 
Eyes glittering first with tears, and then with light. 
And blue, too glad to be the violet's blue, 
But that which hangs upon it, lucid dew, — 
Its first clear moment, ere the sun has burst 
The azure radiance which it kindled first ; 
A cheek of thousand blushes ; golden hair. 
As if the summer sunshine made it fair ; 
A voice of music, and such touching smile, 
AmenaYde sigh'd " Well might they beguile ! " 
— Love, what a mystery thou art I — how strange 
Thy ponstancy, yet still more so thy change I 
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How the same love, bom in the self-same hour, 

Holds over different hearts such different power ; 

How the same feeling lighted in the breast 

Makes one so wretched, and makes one so blest ; 

How one will keep the dream of passion bom 

In youth with all the freshness of its morn ; 

How from another will thine image fade ! 

Far deeper records on the sand are made. 

— Why hast thou separate being? why not die 

At once in both, and not leave one to sigh. 

To weep, to rave, to struggle with the chains 

Pride would fling off, but memory retains ? 

There are remembrances that will not vanish,-^ 

Thoughts of the past we would but cannot banish : , 

As if to show how impotent mere will, 

We loathe the pang, and yet must suffer still : 

For who is there can say they will forget ? 

— It is a power no science teaches yet 

O Love, how sacred thy least words should be, 

When on them hangs such abject misery ! 

IX. 

The fountain's music murmur'd through the grove, 
Like the first plaint that sorrow teaches love ; 
The orange boughs shut out the sultry sky. 
While their rich scent, as pass'd the Countess by, 
Came homage-like. For hours that chestnut-tree,-— 
The only one that grew there, — wont to be 
Her favourite summer-seat; — but now she paced 
Hurriedly, though 'twas noon \ her memory traced 

3 
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Her galling wrongs, and many an evil thought 

Envy and hatred in her bosom wrought. 

She felt Leoni had not loved till now ; 

Hers was but youthful fantasy's light vow. 

Had he not trifled with her? — She, the proud, 

The cold, had of such mocking suit allow'd. 

Her heart was wrung, and worse, her pride was bow'd. 

— She hears a step : who is it dares intrude 

On this her known and guarded solitude ? 

She sees an aged Jew ; a box he bore 

Fill'd with gay merchandise and jewell'd store. 

Ere she could speak, he spread before her eyes 

Those glittering toys that loveliest ladies prize : — 

^' Fair dame, in sooth so fair thou seem'st to be 

That almost it is vain to offer thee 

The many helps for meaner beauty made : 

But yet these gems would light that dark hair's shad^ ; 

Well would these pearls around' that white throat show 

Each purple vein that wanders through its snow." 

Angrily tum'd the Countess, — " Fool, away I ** — 

" So young, so fair, has vanity no sway ? — 

But I have things most curious, and 'mid these 

Somewhat may chance your wayward fancy please " 

— He took a bracelet, — 'twas of fine wrought gold, 

And twisted as a serpent, whose lithe fold 

Curl'd round the arm: — he spoke in whispering tone— ' 

^^ Here, lady, look at this, I have but one : 

Here, press this secret spring ; it lifts a lid, — 

Beneath there is the subtlest poison hid. 

I come from Venice ; of the wonders there 

There is no wonder like this bracelet rare*" 
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She started — evil thoughts, at first repressed, 
Now struggled like a storm within her breast. 
Alas I alas I how plague-spot like will sin 
Spread over the wrung heart it enters in! 
Her brow grew dark : — *^ Amid thy baubles shine 
This ruby cross, — but be the bracelet mine." 
Around her arm the fatal band is fast ; 
Away its seller, like a vision, pass'd. 

X. 

That night she join'd the revel; but not long 
AscENAiDB was Seen amid the throng. 
No eye beheld her pace her lonely room : 
Fearing the light, yet trembling in the gloom ; 
The ghastly cheek, as marble cold and white ; 
The wild eye flashing with unholy light ; 
The quivering lip, the forehead's dew-moist pore, 
The sudden start, the rapid step once more, — 
As if it would annihilate the time : — 
But who may paint the solitude of ciime ? 

XL 

That night there was another saddest scene : 
Halls where mirth, music, festival had been 
Were as the house of mourning ; crowds stood nigh, 
Horror and pity markM in every eye. 
— Upon a crimson couch — a contrast strange 
To those pale features in that ghastly change — 
The young, the beautiful, the happy lay, 
Life passing in convulsive sobs away* 

c 4 
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Still *mid her hair the red rose wreath was hung 
Mocking her cheek with the rich dye it flung ; 
The festal robe still sparkled as it flow'd ; 
; Still on her neck a few fresh flowers glow'd : 
The warmth her sandall'd foot hath scarcely left, 
Light from the dance, though now of motion reft ! 
— The agony is over — and she raised 
Her feeble head, and round her faintly gazed : 
She saw, she leant upon Leoni*s breast, 
Murmur'd his name, and sank as if to rest. 
" Edith, swe^t Edith, speak to me again ! " 
Thou fond one — even thou must ask in vain : 
Ay, kiss those lips, and fancy they have breath, 
Till they chill even thee: — they're damp with death. 

XII. 

The night is over, — night which seem'd to be 
Endless, O lost AmenaYde ! to thee : 
Yet what has daylight brought? — a haunting dread. 
Hark ! the hall echoes to a stranger's tread — 
It is the Count Akezzi : — " My fair child, 
How now ! — thy cheek is wan, thine eyes are wild. 
Ah, well, the rose is bright'ning on thy cheek : 
I was too hasty with my sudden break 
Upon thy solitude : scarce may I tell 
The crime and horror which last night befelL 
I have no time. The Count LEONfs bride — 
You saw her — by some sudden poison died ; 
And strange suspicions on her husband fall : 
There were so many present who recall 
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He gave her the sherbet : — 'twas not all drain'd ; 

Part of the venom in the cup remain'd. 

Some say 'twas jealousy : — Pm on my way 

To the tribunal that will sit to-day. 

— Amenaide, dear, thou art very pale : 

I would I had not told thee of this tale. — 

Ha ! 'tis the summons of the council bell. -— 

I loathe my task, — sweet, hastily farewell." 

She strove to speak, — to only wave her hand,— 

To rise, — her trembling limbs refused to stand : 

She sought her cross, she strove to think a prayer,-^ 

She gasp'd for breath, — no ruby cross is there; 

But full in view the fatal bracelet shone : 

'* Leoni, this IS what my love has done ; 

I who would willingly have died for thee, — 

The fiend has triumph'd in my misery. 

m rush before the judges, — is there time? — 

But no, I cannot bear to own the crime ! 

And there is nought of proof, — there can be none,— 

And then his known love for that happier one ; — 

His noble house, — his brave and stainless name:-^ 

He must escape his doom, — and I my shame." 

Long hours pass'd by, she stirr'd not from her place, 
A very statue, with that cold set face, 
Save that red flushes came at each light sound. 
While the wild eyes glanced fearfully around. 
But still she moved not, spoke not, — such distress 
Seeks no distraction from its wretchedness. 
There rose loud voices in the outer hall : — 
She nerves her with despair, she will know all : 
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Her ear, acute with agony, can hear 

A name at once so dreaded and so dear : — 

" Yes, Lady, he is guilty! — " but no more : — 

They raise her senseless from the marble floor. 

Long did it last, that stony trance like death ; 

She roused, but scarce it seem'd with mortal breath. 

She showed no weakness, rose from oflF the bed ; 

Distinct, though low and few, the words she said. 

She took a scroll and wrote, — the phrase was brief; 

But a life's sorrow was upon that leaf. 

** To Count Arezzi this, with all thy speed ; 

And here, my page, is gold for present meed. 

Now all away, — my spirit is opprest : " 

She flung her on the couch as if for rest : 

They deem'd she slept ; at length her maidens came 

To ask her will, to light the lamps' sweet flame : — 

Where is the Countess? why, the couch is bare. — 

They search the halls in vain, — she is not there. 

xin. 

" Gold, oh ! take double, so my prayer I win." 
When hath such ofier fail'd ? — She enter d in : 
Heavily iron chain and barrier fell, 
Ere she could reach the prisoner's midnight cell. 
They grated on her very heart. At last 
She saw Leoni in his misery cast 
Abject upon the ground : — not her strange tread 
Brought aught to make him raise his bow'd-down head. 
She gazed upon him : — has it come to this^ 
Her passionate love, her youth's long dream of bliss ? 
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She felt her frame convulsed, her pulse grow weak : 

" Leoni, Leoni ! hear tne speak." 

He started at her voice : — *' Amenaide ! 

I did not merit this from thee indeed ; 

And yet thy name was heavy on my heart : 

I pray thee pardon me before we part." 

He sought to take her hand ; but back she flung 

The shrouding mantle that around her clung. 

"Ah ! start you at my livid lip and brow ? 

You are familiar with such signs ere now ! 

O for a few short words ! I've own'd the whole : 

Ere this the Count Arezzi has my scroll. — 

The darkness gathers on my failing eye, — 

Leoni, let me gaze on thee and die ! 

O God, unloose this bracelet's fiery clasp ! " — 

Her spirit pass'd in that convulsive gasp. 

The struggle's o'er, — that wild hearl does not beat ; 

She lies a ghastly corpse before his feet. 

XIV. 

They show the traveller still a lonely tomb, 
Hid in the darkness of a cloister's gloom ; 
As scarcely worthy of such holy ground, 
No other monument is near it found. 
A figure closely veil'd bends o'er the stone. 
Only the arm with its strange bracelet shown — 
A serpent twining round : beneath are graved 
A few brief words, that passing pity craved — 
" Pray for the wounded heart, the sinful deed ; " 
And, half effaced, a name — "Amen aide." 



ERINNA. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 



Among the obligadons I owe to ** The Brides of Florence," and to the 
informAtion contained in its interesting notes, I most refer particularly 
for the origin of the present poem. In one of those notes is the first, 
indeed the only account I ever met with of Erinna. The following 
short quotation is sufficient tor my present purpose:— *< Erinna was a 
poetess from her cradle, and she only lived to the completion of her 
eighteenth year. — Of Erinna very little is known; there is in the 
Grecian Anthology a sepulchral epigram by Antipater on this young 
poetess.*' A poem of the present kind had long floated on my ima- 
gination; and this gave it a local habitation and a name. There 
seemed to me just enough known of Erinna to interest ; and I have 
not attempted to write a classical fiction ; feelings are what I wish to 
narrate, not incidents : my aim has been to draw the portrait and 
trace the changes of a highly poetical mind, too sensitive perhaps of the 
chill and bitterness belonging even to success. The feelings which 
constitute poetry are the same in all ages, they are acted upon by 
similar causes. Erinna is an ideal not a historical picture, and as 
such I submit it less to the judgment than to the kindness of my 
MendB. 



ERINNA. 



Was she of spirit race, or was she one 

Of earth's least earthly daughters, one to whom 

A gift of loveliness and sou] is given. 

Only to make them wretched ? 



There is an antique gem, on which her brow 

Retains its graven beauty even now. 

Her hair is braided, but one curl behind 

Floats as enamonr'd of the summer wind; 

The rest is simple. Is she not too fair 

Even to think of maiden's sweetest care ? 

The mouth and brow are contrasts. One so fraught 

With pride, the melancholy pride of thought 

Conscious of power, and yet forced to linow 

How little way such power as that can go ; 

Regretting, while too proud of the fine mind. 

Which raises but to part it from its kind : 

But the sweet mouth had nothing of all this ; 

It was a mouth the rose had lean'd to kiss 

For her young sister, telling, now though mute. 

How soft an echo it was to the lute. 

The one spoke genius, in its high revealing ; 

The other smiled a woman's gentle feeling. 

It was a lovely face : the Greek outline 

Flowing, yet delicate and feminine ; 

The glorious lightning of the kindled eye. 

Raised, as it communed with its native sky. 

A lovely fiace the spirit's fitting shrine ; 

The one almost, the other quite divine. 



My hand is on the lyre which never more 
With its sweet commerce, like a bosom friend, 
Will share the deeper thoughts which I could trust 
Only to music and to solitude. 
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It is the very grove, the olive grove, 

Where first I laid my laurel crown aside, 

And bathed my fever'd brow in the cold stream ; 

As if that I could wash away the fire 

Which from that moment kindled in my heart. 

I well remember how I flung myself, 

Like a young goddess, on a purple cloud 

Of light and odour — the rich violets 

Were so ethereal in bloom and breath : 

And I — I felt immortal, for my brain 

Was drunk and mad with its first draught of fame. 

'Tis strange there was one only cypress tree. 

And then, as now, I lay beneath its shade. 

The night had seen me pace my lonely room. 

Clasping the lyre I had no heart to wake. 

Impatient for the day : yet its first dawn 

Came cold as death ; for every pulse sank down. 

Until the very presence of my hope 

Became to me a fear. The sun rose up ; 

I stood alone 'mid thousands : but I felt 

Mine inspiration ; and, as the last sweep 

Of my song died away amid the hills, 

My heart reverb'rated the shout which bore 

To the blue mountains and the distant heaven 

Ebinna*s name, and on my bended knee, 

Olympus, I received thy laurel crown. 

And twice new birth of violets have sprung, 
Since they were first my pillow, since I sought 
In the deep silence of the olive grove 
The dreamy happiness which solitude 



ERINNA. 33 

Brings to the soul o'erfill'd with its delight : 
For I was like some young and sudden heir 
Of a rich palace heap'd with gems and gold» 
Whose pleasure douhles as he sums his wealth 
And forms a thousand plans of festival ; 
Such were my myriad visions of delight. 
The lute, which hitherto in Delphian shades 
Had been my twilight's solitary joy, 
Would henceforth be a sweet and breathing bond 
Between me and my kind. Orphan unloved, 
I had been lonely from my childhood's hour. 
Childhood whose very happiness is love : 
But that was over now ; my lyre would be 
My own heart's true interpreter, and those 
To whom my song was dear, would they not bless 
The hand that waken'd it ? I should be loved 
For the so gentle sake of those soft chords 
Which mingled others' feelings with mine own. 

Vow'd I that song to meek and gentle thoughts, 
To tales that told of sorrow and of love, 
To all our nature's finest touches, all 
That wakens sympathy : and I should be 
Alone no longer ; every wind that bore. 
And every lip that breathed one strain of mine. 
Henceforth partake in all my joy and grief. 
Oh ! glorious is the gifted poet's lot. 
And touching more than glorious : 'tis to be 
Companion of the heart's least earthly hour ; 
The voice of love and sadness, calling forth 
Tears from their silent fountain : *tis to have 
VOL. n. D 
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Share in all nature's loveliness ; giving flowers 
A life as sweet, more lasting than their own ; 
And catching from green wood and lofty pine 
Language mysterious as musical ; 
Making the thoughts, which else had only been 
Like colours on the morning's earliest hour, 
Lnmortal, and worth immortality ; 
Yielding the hero that eternal name 
For which he fought ; making the patriot's deed 
A stirring record for long after-time ; 
Cherishing tender thoughts, which else had pass'd 
Away like tears ; and saving the loved dead 
From death's worst part — its deep forgetfulness. 

From the first moment when a falling leaf, 
Or opening bud, or streak of rose-touch'd sky, 
Waken'd in me the flush and flow of song, 
I gave my soul entire unto the gift 
I deem'd mine own, direct from heaven ; it was 
The hope, the bliss, the energy of life ; 
I had no hope that dwelt not with my lyre. 
No bliss whose being grew not from my lyre. 
No energy undevoted to my lyre. 
It was my other self that had a power ; 
Mine, but o'er which I had not a control. 
At times it was not with me, and I felt 
A wonder how it ever had been mine : 
And then a word, a look of loveliness, 
A tone of music, call'd it into life ; 
And song came gushing, like the natural tears, 
To check whose current does not rest with us. 
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Had I lived ever in the savage woods, 
Or in some distant island, which the sea 
With wind and wave guards in deep loneliness ; 
Had my eye never on the beauty dwelt 
Of human face, and my ear never drank 
The music of a human voice ; I feel 
My spirit would have pour'd itself in song. 
Have learn'd a language from the rustling leaves, 
The singing of the birds, and of the tide. 
Perchance, then, happy had I never known 
Another thought could be attached to song 
Than of its own delight. Oh I let me pause 
Over this earlier period, when my heart 
Mingled its being with its pleasures, fill'd 
With rich enthusiasm, which once flung 
Its purple colouring o'er all things of earth. 
And without which our utmost power of thought 
But sharpens arrows that will drink our blood. 
Like woman's soothing influence o'er man. 
Enthusiasm is upon the mind ; 
Softening and beautifying that which is 
Too harsh and sullen in itself. How much 
I loved the painter's glorious art, which forms 
A world like, but more beautiful than, this ; 
Just catching nature in her happiest mood I 
How drank I in fine poetry, which makes 
The hearing passionate, fill'd with memories 
Which steal from out the past like rays from clouds I 
And then the sweet songs of my native vale, 
Whose sweetness and whose softness call'd to mind 
The perfume of the flowers, the purity 

D 2 ' 
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Of the blue sky ; oh, how they stirr'd my soul ! — 

Amid the many golden gifts which heaven 

Has left, like portions of its light, on earth, 

None hath such influence has music hath. 

The painter's hues stand visible before us 

In power and beauty ; we can trace the thoughts 

Which are the workings of the poet's mind : 

But music is a mystery, and viewless 

Even when present, and is less man's act, 

And less within his order ; for the hand 

Than can call forth the tones, yet cannot tell 

Whither they go, or if they live or die, 

When floated once beyond his feeble ear ; 

And then, as if it were an unreal thing. 

The wind will sweep from the neglected strings 

As rich a swell as ever minstrel drew. 

A poet's word, a painter's touch, will reach 
The innermost recesses of the heart, 
Making the pulses throb in unison 
With joy or grief, which we can analyse ; 
There is the cause for pleasure and for pain : 
But music moves us, and we know not why ; 
We feel the tears, but cannot trace their source. 
Is it the language of some other state, 
Born of its memory ? For what can wake 
The soul's strong instinct of another world. 
Like music ? Well with sadness doth it suit 
To hear the melancholy sounds decay. 
And think (for thoughts are life's great human links, 
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And mingle with our feelings) even so 
"Will the heart's wildest pulses sink to rest. 

How have I loved, when the red evening fiU'd 
Our temple with its glory, first, to gaze 
On the strange contrast of the crimson air, 
Lighted as if with passion, and flung back, 
From silver vase and tripod rich with gems, 
To the pale statues round, where human life 
Was not, but beauty was, which seem'd to have 
Apart existence from humanity : 
Then, to go forth where the tall waving pines 
Seem'd as behind them roH'd a golden sea 
Immortal and eternal ; and the boughs. 
That darkly swept between me and its light, 
Were fitting emblems of the worldly cares 
That are the boundary between us and heaven ; 
Meanwhile, the wind, a wilful messenger 
Lingering amid the flowers on his way. 
At intervals swept past in melody, • 

The lutes and voices of the choral hymn 
Contending with the rose-breath on his wing ! 
Perhaps it is these pleasures' chiefest charm, 
They are so indefinable, so vague. 
From earliest childhood all too well aware 
Of the uncertain nature of our joys. 
It is delicious to enjoy, yet know 
No after-consequence will be to weep. 
Pride misers with enjoyment, when we have 
Delight in things that are but of the mind : 
But half humility when we partake 

D 3 
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Pleasures that are half wants, the spirit pines 
And struggles in its fetters, and disdains 
The low base clay to which it is allied. 
But here our rapture raises us : we feel 
What glorious power is given to man, and find 
Our nature's nobleness and attributes, 
Whose heaven is intellect ; and we are proud 
To think how we can love those things of earth 
Which are least earthly; and the soul grows pure 
In this high communing, and more divine. 

This time of dreaming happiness pass'd by, 
Another spirit was within my heart ; 
I drank the maddening cup of praise, which grew 
Henceforth the fountain of my life ; I lived 
Only in others' breath ; a word, a look. 
Were of all influence on my destiny: 
If praise they spoke, 'twas sunlight to my soul ; 
Or censure, it was like the scorpion's sting. 

And yet a darker lesson was to learn — 
The hoUowness of each : that praise, which is 
But base exchange of flattery ; that blame, 
Given by cautious coldness, which still deems 
'Tis safest to depress ; that mockery. 
Flinging shafts but to show its own keen aim ; 
That carelessness, whose very censure's chance ; 
And, worst of all, the earthly judgment pass'd 
By minds whose native clay is unredeemed 
By aught of heaven, whose every thought falls foul 
Plague-spot on beauty which they cannot feel, 
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Tainting all that it touches with itself. 

dream of fame, what hast thou been to me 
But the destroyer of life's calm content ! 

1 feel so more than ever, that thy sway 
Is weaken'd over me. Once I could find 
A deep and dangerous delight in thee i 
But that is gone. I am too much awake. 
Light has burst o'er mej but not morning's light ; 
'Tis such light as will burst upon the tomb, 
When all but judgment's over. Can it be, 
That these fine impulses, these lofty thoughts. 
Burning with their own beauty, are but given 
To make me the low slave of vanity, 

Heartless and humbled ? O my own sweet power. 

Surely thy songs are made for more than this ! 

What a worst waste of feeling and of life 

Have been the imprints of my roll of time. 

Too much, too long I To what use have I tum'd 

The golden gifts in which I pride myself? 

They are profaned ; with their pure ore I made ^ 

A temple resting only on the breath 

Of heedless worshippers. Alas I that ever 

Praise should have been what it has been to me — 

The opiate of my heart. Yet I have dream'd 

Of things which cannot be ; the bright, the pure, 

That all of which the heart may only dream ; 

And I have mused upon my gift of song, 

And deeply felt its beauty, and disdain'd 

The pettiness of praise to which at times 

My soul has bow'd ; and I have scorn'd myself 

For that my cheek could burn, my pulses beat 
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At idle words. And yet it is in vain 

For the full heart to press back every throb 

Wholly upon itself. Ay, fair as are 

The visions of a poet's solitude, 

There must be something more for happiness ; 

They seek communion. It had seem'd to me 

A miser's selfishness, had I not sought 

To share with others those impassion'd thoughts, 

Like light, or hope, or love, in their effects. 

When I have watch'd the stars write on the sky 

In characters of Irght, have seen the moon 

Come like veiled priestess from the east, 

While, like a hymn, the wind swell'd on mine ear. 

Telling soft tidings of eve's thousand flowers. 

Has it not been the transport of my lute 

To find its best delight in sympathy ? 

Alas ! the idols which our hopes set up. 

They are Chaldean ones, half gold, half clay ; 

We trust we are deceived, we hope, we fear. 

Alike without foundation ; day by day 

Some new illusion is destroyed, and life 

Gets cold and colder on towards its close. 

Just like the years which make it, some are check'd 

By sudden blights in spring ; some are dried up 

By fiery summers ; others waste away 

In calm monotony of quiet skies. 

And peradventure these may be the best : 

They know no hurricanes, no fioods that sweep 

As a God's vengeance were upon each wave ; 

But then they have no ruby fruits, no fiowers 

Shining in purple, and no lighted mines 
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Of gold and diamond. Which is the best, — 

Beauty and glory, in a southern clime, 

Mingled with thunder, tempest ; or the calm 

Of skies that scarcely change, which, at the least, 

If much of shine they have not, have no storms ? 

I know not : but I know fair earth or sky 

Are self-consuming in their loveliness, 

And the too radiant sun and fertile soil 

In their luxuriance run themselves to waste. 

And the green valley and the silver stream 

Become a sandy desert. O ! the mind, 

Too vivid in its lighted energies. 

May read its fate in sunny Araby. 

How lives its beauty in each Eastern tale. 

Its growth of spices, and its groves of balm ! 

They are exliausted ; and what is it now ? 

A wild and burning wilderness. Alas ! 

For such similitude. Too much this is 

The fate of this world's loveliest and best. 

Is there not a far people, who possess 
Mysterious oracles of olden time. 
Who say that this earth labours with a curse. 
That it is fallen from its first estate, 
And is now but the shade of what it was ? 
I do believe the tale. I feel its truth 
In my vain aspirations, in the dreams 
That are revealings of another world. 
More pure, more perfect than our weary one, 
Where day is darkness to the starry soul. 
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O heart of mine ! my once sweet paradise 
Of love and hope ! how changed thou art to me ! 
I cannot count thy changes : thou hast lost 
Interest in the once idols of thy being; 
They have departed, even as if wings 
Had borne away their morning ; they have left 
Weariness, turning pleasure into pain, 
And too sure knowledge of their hollowness. 

And that too is gone from me ; that which was 
My solitude's delight ! I can no more 
Make real existence of a shadowy world. 
Time was, the poet's song, the ancient tale. 
Were to me fountains of deep happiness. 
For they grew visible in my lonely hours, 
As things in which I had a deed and part ; 
Their actual presence had not been more true : 
But these are bubbling sparkles, that are found 
But at the spring's first source. Ah 1 years may bring 
The mind to its perfection, but no more 
Will those young visions live in their own light ; 
Life's troubles stir life's waters all too much. 
Passions chase fancies, and though still we dream. 
The colouring is from reality. 

Farewell, my lyre I thou hast not been to me 
All I once hoped. What is the gift of mind. 
But as a barrier to so much that makes 
Our life endurable, — companionship. 
Mingling affection, calm and gentle peace. 
Till the vex'd spirit seals with discontent 
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A league of sorrow and of vanity, 
Built on a future which will never be ! 

And yet I would resign the praise that now 
Makes my cheek crimson, and my pulses beat. 
Could I but deem that when my hand is cold, 
And my lip passionless, my songs would be 
Numbered mid the young poet's first delights ; 
Read by the dark-eyed maiden in an hour 
Of moonlight, tiH her cheek shone with its tears ; 
And murmur'd by the lover when his suit 
Calls upon poetry to breathe of love. 
I do not hope a sunshine burst of fame, 
My lyre asks but a wreath of fragile flowers, 
I have told passionate tales of breaking hearts, 
Of young cheeks fading even before the rose ; 
My songs have been the mournful history 
Of woman's tenderness and woman's tears ; 
I have touch'd but the spirit's gentlest chords, — 
Surely the fittest for my maiden hand ; — 
And in their truth my immortality. 

Thou lovely and lone star, whose silver light. 
Like music o'er the waters, steals along 
The soflken'd atmosphere ; pale star, to th^e 
I dedicate the lyre, whose influence 
I would have sink upon the heart like thine. 

In such an hour as this, the bosom turns 
Back to its early feelings ; man forgets 
His stern ambition and his worldly cares. 
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And woman loathes the petty vanities 
That mar her nature's beauty ; like the dew, 
Shedding its sweetness o'er the sleeping flowers 
Till all their morning freshness is revived, 
Kindly affections, sad but yet sweet thoughts, 
Melt the cold eyes, long, long unused to weep. 
O lute of mine, that I shall wake no more ! 
Such tearful music, linger on thy strings. 
Consecrate unto sorrow and to love ; 
Thy truth, thy tenderness, be all thy fame I 
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Sketches indeed, from that most passionate page, 
A woman's heart, of feelings, thoughts, that make 
The atmosphere in which her spirit mores ; 
But, like all other earthly elements, 
O'ercast with clouds, now dark, now touchM with light. 
With rainbows, sunshine, showers, moonlight, stars. 
Chasing each other's change. I fain would trace 
Its brightness and its blackness ; and these lines 
Are consecrate to annals such as those, 
That count the pulses of the beating heart. 
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'Tis strange how much is mark'd on memory, 

In which we may have interest, but no part; 

How circumstance will bring together links 

In destinies the most dissimilar. 

This face, whose rudely-pencill'd sketch you hold, 

Recalls to me a host of pleasant thoughts, 

And some more serious. — This is Eulalie, 

Once the delight of Rome for that fine skill 

With which she woke the lute when answering 

With its sweet echoes her melodious words. 

She had the rich perfection of that gift. 

Her Italy's own ready song, which seems 

The poetry caught from a thousand fiowers ; 

The diamond sunshine, and the lulling air, 

So pure, yet full of perfume ; fountains tuned 

Like natural lutes, from whispering green leaves ; 

The low peculiar murmur of the pines : 

From pictur'd saints, that look their native heaven — 

Statues whose grace is a familiar thing ; 

The ruin'd shrine of mournful loveliness; 

The stately church, awfully beautiful ; 

Their climate, and their language, whose least word 

Is melody — these overfill the heart 
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Till, fountain-like, the lips o'erflow with song, 

And music is to them an element. 

— I saw Eulalia: all was in the scene 

Graceful association, slight surprise, 

That are so much in youth. It was in June, 

Night, but such night as only is not day, — 

For moonlight, even when most clear, is sad : 

We cannot but contrast its still repose 

With the unceasing turmoil in ourselves. 

— We stood beside a cypress, whose green spire 
Hose like a funeral column o'er the dead. 
Near was a fallen palace, — stain'd and grey 
The marble show'd amid the tender leaves 
Of ivy but just shooting; yet there stood 
Pillars unbroken, two or three vast halls. 
Entire enough to cast a deep black shade ; 
And a few statues, beautiful but cold, — 
White shadows, pale and motionless, that seem'd 
To mock the change in which they had no part, — 
Fit images of the dead. Pensive enough. 
Whatever aspect desolation wears; 
But this, the wrecking work of yesterday, 
. Hath somewhat still more touching ; here we trace 
The waste of man too much* When years have past 
Over the fallen arch, the ruin'd hall. 
It seems but course of time, the one great doom. 
Whose influence is alike upon us all; 
The grey tints soften, and the ivy wreath 
And wild flowers breathe life's freshness round: but here 
We stand before decay ; scarce have the walls 
Lost music left by human step and voice 
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The lonely hearth, the household desolate, 
Some noble race gone to the dust in blood; 
Man shames of his own deeds, and there we gaze, 
Watching the progress not of time, but death. 
— Low music floated on the midnight wind, 
A mournful murmur, such as opes the heart 
With memory's key, recalling other times, 
And gone-by hopes and feelings, till they have 
An echo sorrowful, but very sweet. 
"Hush I ** said my comrade, — " it is Eulalie ; 
Now you may gaze upon the loneliness 
Which is her inspiration." Soft we pass'd 
Behind a fragment of the shadowy wall. 

— I never saw more perfect loveliness. 

It ask'd, it had no aid from dress: her robe 
Was white, and simply gather'd in such folds 
As suit a statue : neck and arms were bare ; 
The black hair was unbound, and like a veil 
Hung even to her feet; she held a lute. 
And, as she pac'd the ancient gallery, wak'd 
A few wild chords, and murmur*d low sweet words. 
But scarcely audible, as if she thought 
Bather than spoke : — the night, the solitude, 
Fill'd the young Pythoness with poetry. 

— Her eyes were like the moonlight, clear and soft. 
That shadowy brightness which is born of tears, 
And rais'd towards the sky, as if they sought 
Companionship with their own heaven ; her cheek, — 
Emotion made it colourless, that pure 

And delicate white which speaks so much of thought, 
Yet flushes in a moment into rose ; 
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And tears like pearls lay on it, those which come 
When the heart wants a language; but she pass'd, 
And left the place to me a haunted shrine, 
Hallow 'd by genius in its holiest mood. 

— At Count Zarin's palazzo the next night 
We were to meet, and expectation wore 
Itself with fancies, — all of them were vain. 
I could not image aught so wholly chang'd. 
Her robe was Indian red, and work'd with gold, 
And gold the queen-like girdle round her waist. 
Her hair was gathered up in grape-like curls ; 

An emerald wreath, shaped into vine leaves, made 
Its graceful coronal. Leant on a couch 
The centre of a group, whose converse light 
Made a fit element, in which her wit 
Flash'd like the lightning: — on her cheek the rose 
Burnt like a festal lamp; the sunniest smiles 
Wander'd upon her face. — I only knew 
EuLALiA by her touching voice again. 

— They had been praying her to wake the lute : 
She would not, wayward in her mood that night ; 
When some one bade her mark a little sketch 

I brought from England of my father's hall ; 
Himself was outlined leaning by an oak, 
A greyhound at his feet. " And is this dog 
Your father's sole companion ? " — with these words 
She touch'd the strings : — that melancholy song, — 
I never may forget its sweet reproach. 

— She ask'd me how I had the heart to leave 
The old man in his age ; she told how lorn 
Is solitude ; she spoke of the young heart 
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Left in its loneliness, where it had known 
No kindness but from strangers, forced to be 
Wayfarer in this bleak and bitter world, 
And looking to the grave as to a home. 

— The numbers died in tears, but no one sought 
To stay her as she pass'd with veiled face 

From the hush'd hall. — One gently whisper*d me, 

EuLALiA. is an orphan i ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Yet still our meetings were 'mid festival. 

Night after night. It was both sad and strange, 

To see that fine mind waste itself away, 

Too like some noble stream, which, unconfined, 

Makes fertile its rich banks, and glads the face 

Of nature round; but not so when its wave 

Is lost in artificial waterfalls, 

And sparkling eddies; or coop'd up to make 

The useless fountain of a palace hall. 

— One day I spoke of this ; her eager soul 
Was in its most unearthly element. 

We had been speaking of the immortal dead. 

The light fiash'd in her eyes. " 'Tis this which makes 

The best assurance of our promised heaven : 

This triumph intellect has over death, — 

Our words yet live on others' lips; our thoughts 

Actuate others. Can that man be dead 

Whose spiritual influence is upon his kind ? 

He lives in glory; and such speaking dust 

Has more of life than half its breathing moulds. 

Welcome a grave with memories such as these^ 

Making the sunshine of our moral world I " 

" This proud reward you see, and yet can leave : 
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Your songs sink on the ear, and there they die, 

A flower's sweetness, but a flower's life. 

An evening's homage is your only fame; 

'Tis vanity, Eulalta." — Mournfully 

She shook the raven tresses from her brow. 

As if she felt their darkness omen-like. 

.*' Speak not of this to me, nor bid me think ; 

It is such pain to dwell upon myself; 

And know how different I am from all 

I once dream'd I could be. Fame ! stirring fame! 

I work no longer miracles for thee. 

I am as one who sought at early dawn 

Tot climb with fiery speed some lofty hill: 

His feet are strong in eagerness and youth, 

His limbs are braced by the fresh morning air. 

And all seems possible : — this cannot last. 

The way grows steeper, obstacles arise, 

And unkind thwartings from companions near. 

The height is truer measured, having traced 

Part of its heavy length I his sweet hopes droop. 

Like prison'd birds that know their cage has bars, 

The body wearies, and the mind is worn, — 

That worst of lassitude : — hot noon comes on ; 

There is no freshness in the sultry air, 

There is no rest upon the toilsome road ; 

There is the summit^ which he may not reach. 

And round him are a thousand obstacles. 

'^ I am a woman : — tell me not of fame. 
The eagle's wing may sweep the stormy path. 
And fling back arrows, where the dove would die. 
Look An those flowers near yon acacia tree, — 
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The lily of the valley, — mark how pure 

The snowy blossoms, — and how soft a breath 

Is almost hidden by the large dark leaves. 

Not only have those delicate flowers a gift 

Of sweetness and of beauty, but the root, — 

A healing power dwells there ; fragrant and fair, 

But dwelling still in some beloved shade. 

Is not this woman's emblem ? — she whose smile 

Should only make the loveliness of home — 

Who seeks support and shelter from man's heart, 

And pays it with affection quiet, deep, — 

And in his sickness — sorrow — with an aid 

He did not deem in aught so fragile dwelt. 

Alas ! this has not been my destiny. 

Again I'll borrow Summer's eloquence. 

Yon Eastern tulip, — that is emblem mine ; 

Ay ! it has radiant colours, — every leaf 

Is as a gem from its own country's mines. 

'Tis redolent with sunshine ; but with noon 

It has begun to wither: — look within, 

It has a wasted bloom, a burning heart ; 

It has dwelt too much in the open day. 

And so have I ; and both must droop and die I 

I did not choose my gift : — too soon my heart, 

Watch-like, had pointed to a later hour 

Than time had reach'd : and as my years pass'd on, 

Shadows and floating visions grew to thoughts, 

And thoughts found words, the passionate words of song, 

And all to me was poetry. The face. 

Whose radiance glided past me in the dance, 

Awoke a thousand fantasies to make 
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Some history of her passing smile or sigh. 

The flowers were full of song : — upon the rose 

I read the crimson annals of true love ; 

The violet flung me back on old romance ; 

All was association with some link 

Whose fine electric throb was in the mind. 

I paid my price for this, — 'twas happiness. 

My wings have melted in their eager flight, 

And gleams of heaven have only made me feel 

Its distance from our earth more forcibly. 

My feelings grow less fresh, my thoughts less kind ; 

My youth has been too lonely, too much left 

To struggle for itself; and this world is 

A northern clime, where ev'ry thing is chill'd. 

I speak of my own feelings, — I can judge 

Of others but by outward show, and that 

Is falser than the actor's studied part. 

We dress our words and looks in borrowed robes : 

The mind is as the face, — for who goes forth 

In public walks without a veil at least ? 

'Tis this constraint makes half life's misery. 

'Tis a false rule : we do too much regard 

Others' opinions, but neglect their feelings; 

Thrice happy if such order were revers'd. 

Oh why do we make sorrow for ourselves. 

And, not content with the great wretchedness 

Which is our native heritage, — those ills 

We have no mastery over, — sickness, toil, 

Death, and the natural grief which comrades death, — 

Are not all these enough, that we must add 

Mutual and moral torment, and inflict 
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Ingenious tortures we must first contrive ? 

I am distrustful, — I have been deceived 

And disappointed, — I have hoped in vain. 

I am vain, — praise is opium, and the lip 

Cannot resist the fascinating draught. 

Though knowing its excitement is a fraud, — 

Delirious, — a mockery of fame. 

I may not image the deep solitude 

In which my spirit dwells. My days are past 

Among the cold, the careless, and the false. 

What part have I in them, or they in me ? 

Yet I would be belov'd ; I would be kind ; 

I would share others' sorrows, others' joys ; 

I would fence in a happiness with friends. 

I cannot do this : — is the fault mine own ? 

Can I love those who but repay my love 

With half caprice, half flattery ; or trust. 

When I have full internal consciousness 

They are deceiving me ? I may be kind. 

And meet with kindness, yet be lonely still ; 

For gratitude is not companionship. — 

We have proud words that speak of intellect ; 

We talk of mind that magnifies the world. 

And makes it glorious : much of this is true, — 

All time attests the miracles of man : 

The very elements, whose nature seems 

To mock dominion, yet have worn h|^ yoke. 

His way has been upon the pathless sea ; 

The earth's dark bosom searched ; bodiless air 

Works as his servant ; and from his own mind 

What rich stores he has won, — the sage, the bard, 
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The painter; — these have made their nature proud. 

And yet how life goes on, its great outline 

How noble and ennobling ! — but within 

How mean, how poor, how pitiful, how mix'd 

With base alloy ; how Disappointment tracks 

The steps of Hope ; how Envy dogs success ; 

How every victor's crown is Hned with thorns, 

And worn *mid scoffs ! Trace the young poet's fate : 

Fresh from his solitude, the child of dreams. 

His heart upon his lips, — he seeks the world, 

To find him fame and fortune, as if life 

Were like a fairy tale. His song has led 

The way before him ; flatteries fill his ear. 

His presence courted, and his words are caught ; 

And he seems happy in so many friends. 

What marvel if he somewhat overrate 

His talents and his state ? These scenes soon change. 

The vain, who sought to mix their name with his ; 

The curious, who but live for some new sight ; 

The idle, — all these have been gratified. 

And now neglect stings even more than scorn. 

Envy has spoken, felt more bitterly. 

For that it was not dream'd of ; worldliness 

Has crept upon his spirit unaware ; 

Vanity craves for its accustom'd food ; 

He has tum'd sceptic to the truth which made 

His feelings poetry ; and discontent 

Hangs heavily on the lute, which wakes no more 

Its early music : — social life is fill'd 

With doubts and vain aspirings ; solitude, 

When the imagination is dethroned, 
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Is turn'd to weariness. What can lie do 
But hang his lute on some lone tree, and die ? 

'^ Methinks we must have known some former state 
More glorious than our present, and the heart 
Is haunted with dim memories, shadows left 
Bj past magnificence ; and hence we pine 
With vain aspirings, hopes that fill the eyes 
With bitter tears for their own vanity. 
Remembrance makes the poet : 'tis the past 
Lingering within him, with a keener sense 
Than is upon the thoughts of common men 
Of what has been, that fills the actual world 
With unreal likenesses of lovely shapes, 
That were and are not ; and the fairer they, 
The more their contrast with existing things ; 
The more his power, the greater is his grief. 
— Are we then fallen from some noble star, 
Whose consciousness is as an unknown curse, 
And we feel capable of happiness 
Only to know it is not of our sphere ? 

^* I have sung passionate songs of beating hearts ; 
Perhaps it had been better they had drawn 
Their inspiration from an inward source. 
Had I known even an unhappy love, 
It would have flung an interest round life 
Mine never knew. , This is an empty wish ; 
Our feelings are not fires to light at will 
Our nature's fine and subtle mysteries; 
We may control them, but may not create, 
And Love less than its fellows. I have fed 
Perhaps too much upon the lotos fruits 






58 A HISTORY OP THE LYRE. 

Imagination yields, — fruits which unfit 

The palate for the more substantial food 

Of our own land — reality. I made 

My heart too like a temple for a home ; 

My thoughts were birds of paradise, that breathed 

The airs of heaven, but died on touching earth. 

— ^The knight,' whose deeds were stainless as his crest, 

Who made my name his watchword in the field ; 

The poet, with immortal words, whose heart 

I shared with beauty; or the patriot. 

Whose eloquence was power, who made my smile 

His recompense amid the toil which shaped 

A nation's destiny : these, such as these. 

The glorified — the passionate — the brave, — 

In these I might have found the head and heart 

I could have worshipp'd. Where are such as these ? 

— Not 'mid gay cavaliers, who make the dance 

Pleasant with graceful flatteries ; whose words 

A passing moment might light up my cheek. 

But haunted not my solitude. The fault 

Has been my own ; perhaps I ask'd too much : — 

Yet let me say, what firmly I believe. 

Love can be — ay, and is. I held that Love 

Which chooseth from a thousand only one, 

To be the object of that tenderness 

Natural to every heart ; which can resign 

Its own best happiness for one dear sake : 

Can bear with absence ; hath no part in Hope, — 

For Hope is somewhat selfish, Love is not, — 

And doth prefer another to itself. 

Unchangeable and generous, what, like Love, 
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Can melt away the dross of worldlinesa ; 
Can elevate, refine, and make the heart 
Of that pure gold which is the fitting shrine 
For fire as sacred as e'er came from Heaven ? 
No more of this :-^one word may read my heart, 
And that one word is utter weariness ! 
Yet sometimes I look round with vain regret, 
And think I will restring my lute, and nerve 
My woman's hand for nohler enterprise ; 
But the day never comes. Alas ! we make 
A ladder of our thoughts, where angels step, 
But sleep ourselves at the foot : our high resolves 
Look down upon our slumbering acts." 

I soon left Italy : it is well worth 
A year of wandering, were it but to feel 
How much our England does outweigh the world. 
A clear cold April morning was it, when I first 
Bode up the avenue of ancient oaks, 
A hundred years upon each stately head. 
The park was bright with sunshine, and the deer 
Went bounding by ; freshness was on the wind. 
Till every nerve was braced ; and once the air 
Came with Arabian sweetness on its wing, — 
It was the earliest growth of violets. 
A fairy foot had left its trace beside, — 
Ah, Emh^y had nurs'd my favourite flowers. 
Nearer I came, I heard familiar sounds, — 
They are the heart's best music ; saw the blaze 
Through the wide windows of the dear old hall. 
One moment more, my eager footsteps stood 
Within my father's home, beside his hearth. 
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— Three times those early violets had filFd 

Their urns with April dew, when the chang'd cheek 

Of Emily wore signs of young decay. 

The rose was too inconstant, and the light 

Too clear in those blue eyes ; but southern skies 

Might nurse a flower too delicate to bear 

The winds of March unless in Italy. 

I need not tell thee how the soothing air 

Brought tranquil bloom that fed not on itself 

To Emily's sweet face ; but soon again 

We talked of winter by our own wood fire, 

With cheerful words, that had no tears to hide. 

— We pass'd through Rome on our return, and there 

Sought out EuLALiA. Graceful as her wont 

Her welcome to my bride ; but oh, so changed ! 

Her cheek was colourless as snow ; she wore 

The beauty of a statue, or a spirit 

With large and radiant eyes : — her thrilling voice 

Had lost its power, but still its sweetness kept. 

One night, while seated in her favourite hall. 

The silken curtains all flung back for air, 

She mark'd my Emily, whose idle gaze 

Was fix'd on that fair garden. " Will you come 

And wander in the moonlight? — our soft dew 

Will wash no colour from thine island cheek." 

She led the way by many a bed, whose hues 

Vied with the rainbow, — through sweet-scented groves 

Golden with oranges : at length the path 

Grew shadowy with darker, older trees. 

And led us to a little lonely spot. 

There were no blossoming shrubs, but sweeping pines 
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Guarded the solitude ; and laurel boughs 

Made fitting mirrors for the lovely moon, 

With their bright shining leaves ; the ivy lay 

And trail'd upon the ground ; and in the midst 

A large old cypress stood, beneath whose shade 

There was a sculptured form ; the feet were placed 

Upon a finely-carved rose wreath ; the arms 

Were raised to Heaven, as if to clasp the stars ; 

EuLALiA leant beside ; 'twas hard to say 

Which was the actual marble : when she spoke, 

You started, scarce it seem'd a human sound ; 

But the eyes' lustre told life linger'd still ; 

And now the moonlight seem'd to fill their depths. 

" You see," she said, " my cemetery here : — 

Here, only here, shall be my quiet grave. 

Yon statue is my emblem : see, its grasp 

Is rais'd to heaven, forgetful that the while 

Its step has crush'd the fairest of earth's flowers 

With its neglect." 

Her prophecy was sooth : 
No change of leaf had that green valley known, 
When EuLALiE lay there in her last sleep. 

Peace to the weary and the beating heart, 
That fed upon itself! 
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SCENE I Jaromir. Bertha. 

BERTHA. 

It is in this we differ ; I would seek 
To blend my very being into thine — 

* The hint of the ** Ancestress " is taken from a German play by 
Grillparzer, called ** The Ahnfran." The following is the accotrnt; of 
it, contained in Blackwood's Magazine for September 1825 : — "The 
gnilt of the Ahniran having introduced a sporions heir into the noble 
family of Borotin, she cannot rest in her grave until her crime is 
expiated, and its consequences remedied, by the extinction of the in-* 
tmsive line. This is finally effected in the play through a series oif 
horrible calamities. The son of the Count, having been stolen in his 
infancy by a robber, is brought up in his supposed father's profession ; 
fijls in love, as. unwittingly as CEdipus, with his sister ; kills his father 
in a scuf9e with the Bow-street officers of Poland ; and finally dies in 
the embrace of his ghostly Ahnirau, whom he mistakes for Bertha. 
The old lady, when her penance is completed, by the disasters of her 
descendants, which, with truly disinterested maternal love, she had 
vainly endeavoured to prevent, ends the tragedy by going quietly 
home into her hitherto untenanted monument,*' 

I have taken veiy considerable liberties with the original plot : first, 
in niaking the guilt of the Ancestress supernatural, as believing such 
most likely to incur supernatural punishment ; secondly, in making 
Jaromir cousin instead of brother, and thus avoiding the most revolting 
of crimes ; and, thirdly, in awarding something of the character of 
poetical justice, as it is the Count's own offence which brings down 
the punishment. 
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I'm even jealous of thy memory : ' 

I wish our childhood had been pass'd together. 

JAROMIB. 

Bertha, sweet Bertha ! would to Heav'n it had ! 
What would'st thou with a past that knew thee not ? 

BEBTHA. 

To make that past my own by confidence^ 

By mingled recollections, I would fain 

Our childish sorrows had been wept together ; 

Our childish joys had been indulged together ; 

Our childish hopes had been believed together : 

But as this cannot be, I speak of them, — 

The very speaking does associate us, — 

I speak of them^ that, in those coming years. 

When youthful hours rise up within the mind, 

Like lovely dreams some sudden chance has brought, 

To fill the eyes with long-forgotten tears, 

My image may be with them as of one 

Who held such sympathy with aught of thine. 

JABOMIR. 

Sweetest, no more of this : my youth hath pass'd 

In harsh and rugged warfare, not the scenes 

Of young knights with white plumes, and gallant steeds, 

With lady's favour on each burnish'd crest, 

Whose tournaments, in honour of fair dames. 

May furnish tales to suit the maiden's ear. 

Fve had no part in such ; I only know 

Of war the terrible reality ;— 
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The long mght-watch beneath the driving fiudw ;•— 

The unsooth'd pillow, where the strong man lay 

Like a weak child, by weary sickness worn 

Even to weeping ; — or the ghastly dead. 

By the more ghastly dying, whose last breath 

Pass'd in a prayer for water— but in vain': — 

O'er them their eager comrades hurry on 

To slaughter others. How thy cheek is blanch'd ! 

I truly said these were na tales for thee. 

Come, take thy lute, and sing just one sweet song, 

To fill my sleep with mumc. 

BBBTRA. 

Then good night. 
I have so much to say to my old nurse, — « 
This is her annual visit, and she waits 
Within my chamber, — so one only song. 

My lute is tuneless with this damp night air. 
Like to our own glad spirits, its fine chords 
Are soon relax'd. 

JABOMIB. 

Tlien sing, love, with the wind, 
The plaining wind, and let that be thy lute. 

BERTHA. 

How wildly round our ancient battlements 
The air-notes murmur! Blent with such a wind 
I heard the song which shall be ours to-night. 
She had a strange sweet voice, the maid who sang. 
But early death was pale upon her cheek ; 
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And she had melancholy thoughts^ that gave 
Their sadness to her speech ; she sat apart 
From all her young companions, in the shade 
Of an old tree — a gloomy tree, whose boughs 
Hung o'er her as a pall: — 'twas omen-like. 
For she died young, — of gradual decay, 
As if the heart consumed itself. None knew 
If she had loved ; but always did her song 
Dwell on love's sorrows. 

Sleep, heart of mine, — 
Why should love awake thee ? 
Like yon closed rosebud, 
To thy rest betake thee. 

Sleep, heart of mine,— 
Wherefore art thou beating ? 
Do dreams stir thy slumbers. 
Vainest hopes repeating ? 

Sleep, heart of mine, 
Sleep thou without dreaming ; 
Xove, the beguiler, 
Weareth such false eeemin^g. 

Sleep, heart of mine ; 
But if on thy slumbers 
Breathe one faii^t murmur 
Of his charm'd numbers ; 
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Waken, he^t of mine, 
From such dangerous sleeping ; 
Love's haunted visions 
Ever end in weeping. 

But now no more of song. I will not lose 

Another legend of my nurse's store. 

A whole year must have added to her list 

Of ghastly iQilrders, spiritual visitings : 

At least, 'twill msike the ancieut ones seem new. 



JABOMnu 

And you will listen like a frighted child. 
I think I see you ; — when the turret clock 
Has toird the night-hour heavily ; the hearth 
Has only flickering embers, which send forth 
Gleams, of distorting light ; the untrimm'd lamp 
Exaggetrates the shadows, till they se^m 
Flung by no human shape; the hollow voice 
Of that old crone, the only living sound ; 
Her face, on which mortality has writ 
Its closing, with the wan and bony hand^ 
Baised likd a spectre's— -and yourself the while, 
Cold from the midnight chill, and white with fear, 
Tour large blue eyes darker and larger grown 
With terror's chain'd attention, and your breath 
Suppress'd for very eamestness4 Well, love, 
Gro0d night; and if our haunted air.be fill'd 
With Spirits,, may they watch o'er thee like Love ! 

jr a 
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BEBTHA* 

Good night, good night ! — the kind Madonna shed 
Her blessings o'er thee ! 

{^Exit Jaromib 
'Tis his last footfall, — I can catch no more. 
Methinks he pass'd too qoicklj. Had I left 
This room, I should have counted every step,— - 
Have linger*d on the threshold ; but he went 
Rapidly, carelessly. Now out on this. 
The very folly of a loving heart I 

Jaromir ! it is a fearful thing 

To love as I love thee ; to feel the world— « 
The bright, the beautiful, joy-giving world — « 
A blank without thee. Never more to me 
Can hope, joy, fear, wear different seemings. Now 

1 have no hope that does not dream for thee ; 
I have no joy that is not shared by thee ; 

I have no fear that does not dread for thee. 
All that I once took pleasure in, — my lute 
Is only sweet when it repeats thy name ; 
My flowers, I only gather them for thee ; 
The book drops listless down^ I cannot read, 
Unless it is to thee ; my lonely hours 
Are spent in shaping forth our future lives 
After my own romantic fantasies. 
He is the star round which my thoughts revolve 
Like satellites. My father, can it be 
That thine, the unceasing love of many years, 
Doth not so fill my heart as this strange guest ? 
I loved thee once bo wholly, — now methinks 
I love thee for that thou lov'st Jaromir. 
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— It is the lamp gone out, — that dreams like these 
Should be hy darkness broken I I am grown 
So superstitious in mj fears and hopes. 
As if I thought that all things must take part 
In mj great love. — Alas, my poor old nurse, 
How she has waited! 

[^Exii Bebtha. 



SCENE IL-— BsBTHA* Leitra. 

BEBTHA« 

The embers cast a cold dim light around, 

And the wan lamp seenls weary with our watch.— 

O Leitra, do not look so fearfuUj. 

t^ITRJL 

Now, holj saints I who brought that {picture here ? 

BERTHA. 

That picture — oh, now, Leitra, thy strange tales 
Made me forget what Jaromir had done. 
In the east turret^s old deserted rooms 
He saw a lovely portrait almost hid 
By the grey cobwebs and the gather'd dust ; 
That he had clear'd it carefully, and thought 
It should be with my favourite pictures hung -* 
And here it is, my own kind Jaromir. 

V 4 
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LEITRA. 

He brought it here! — O Bertha, kneel and pray I — 

The shadowy likeness, when the actual shape 

Is distaiit far; the dream whose prophecy 

Comes when we waken terribly distinct ; 

The shriek the grave sends up ^n the i^till night, i 

Are not such deadly omens as that face. 

My young, my good> my fair, what hath the curse 

That is upon thine house to do with thee ? 

: BERTHA, 

What do you mean? Speak, speak t — the very sound 
Of my own voice is terrible ! — what curse ? — 
Whose is this picture ? 

LEITRA* 

It is The Ancestress I . 

BJBRTHA. 

My Ancestress? — and a most lovely one : 
Yet is her beauty awful: — the pale cheek 
Looks as if passion had fed on its rose ; 

The lips are pale, too, though their graceful curve 

. . . . , 

Fascinates in its scorn; her loose dark hair, 
Wild as a sibyl's, sweeps as if 't had caught 
Its wildness and its darkness from the storm ; 
Her eyes, like moonlight melancholy,, seem 
So deep, so spiritual, — such the far light 
Of stars which are a mystery; like a queen's 
For grace, and like a swan's for snow, her neck 
Thrown back so haughtily; and her black robe, * - 
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Her golden girdle with strange characters. 
Suit her strange loveliness so welL 

LEITRA. 

Hush, hush! 
Your thoughtless words sound like impiety. 
I had not meant to tell her history, 
But it is best you know it. Never came 
That portrait here by but a simple chance. 
She was a princess of the olden time. 
So beautiful, that kings laid down their crowns 
Like flowers before her, and her halls were throng'd 
With lovers, and of life she took no thought. 
Save for its pleasures ; but as years pass'd on 
She felt her insecurity, and cursed 
Her own fair face for fading. - Suddenly 
She grew more lovely, as if age to her 
Were but a second youth ; again her halls 
Were fiU'd with worshippers, and day and night 
Consumed in revels ; when, as suddenly 
As summer had revisited her face, 
She-pass'd away. On his deathbed a monk 
Told a wild legend, how one autumn eve 
He leant in his confessional alone, 
And a most radiant lady knelt and wept 
Over the one unpardonable sin. 
How for the sake of lasting loveliness 
Her soul was forfeit to the evil power. 
Who tempted her with beauty. Then she said 
It was now mock'd by ceaseless tears, which fell, 
Although in vain ; how she from shrine to shrink 
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Had gone in late repentant pilgrimage. 
Her knees were worn with many prajers ; but still 
The presence of the demon haunted her. 
Then rose a spirit of strong prophecj 
Upon that aged monk : he said her crime 
Was fearful, so would be its punishment ; 
That for her sin a curse was on her race, 
Which she would witness: — sorrow, early death, 
Sickness, and guilt would be her children's lot ; 
That, still bound bj her human sympathyy 
Although debarr'd all human intercourse, 
She now was doom'd to wander o'er the earth, 
A witness of their misery, till not one 
Remain'd of her descendants ; then the grave 
Would be her resting-place, and she might hope 
That the most infinite mercj of the Cross 
Might sanctify a sinner's penitence. — 
Bertha, this was your Ancestress. My child, 
Yon portrait is an evil omen here. 

BERTHA. 

There is another where my heart can turn t-*^ 
Gentlest Madonna, from my early years 
Thou hast been as the mother I have lost, 
In patience and in comfort Leitra, 
I am too sad for more of these dark tales :«— 
Good night ! 

LEITKl. 

Now blessings rest upon thee, my sweet child 

There's not a bead upon my rosary 

That shall not count a prayer for thy dear sake. 
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CENE m,— The Castle Chapel 
Jabomir. Bertha. 



JABOMHU 

What, Bertha, is it you ? I little thought 
The shrouding mantle, and the hurried step, 
Which raised my wonder at this midnight hour, 
So cold, so damp, were those of mine own lore ; 
I little dream'd this dreary chapel held 
So fair a saint. 

I pray thee do not speak to me ; I feel 
As if the dead were conscious of oui^ presmce ; 
And human tenderness, and human hope. 
Were impious before them. Nay, but hark I 
I hear a strange low sound, like grief suppressed. 
Debarred from words^ and breaking out in sighs. 

JABOHIB. 

I hear it too ; the wild wind in the pines, 

The mournful music of an autumn eve. 

What brought thee here^ to scare thyself with thoughts 

That make thdr own reality ? 

BERTHA. 

To pray. 
Alas ! for thee too much have I foi^ot 
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My orisons beside my mother's grave : 

Till lately never did a day go past 

Without some scatter'd flowers, some holy hymn, 

That kept affection fresh with piety. 

It is a beautiful, a bless'd belief, 

That the beloved dead, grown angels, watch 

The dear ones left behind; and that my prayers 

Are welcome to my mother's ears, ai^ when 

I knelt a lisping infant at her knee ; 

And that her pure and holy spirit now . 

Doth intercede at the eternal throne : 

< 

And thus religion in its love and hope 

Unites us still — the mother and her child! . .\. . 



.t 



Ah, Bertha mine ! thy childhood T^aa thrice bfess'd,! 

Thy young mind sanctified, and after-life 

Made holy by the memory of the past. 

I knew no mother s care to teach my lips 

Those prayers that like good angels keep the heart 

Froi^ uncurb'd passions, that lay waste and curse. 

But Bertha, my sweet Bertha ! thou shalt be 

My soul's religion, and my prayers will rise 

Welcome and purified when blent with thine.' 

But come, me^thinks the funeral urn has lent 

Its marble to thy cheek : thy hair is wild ; 

The dew has half unloo$ed its graceful curl ; ^' 

The lamps around bum dim in the thick air. 
Come, let me wrap my cloak around thee, love ; 
Thou art too delicate for such a night. 
Why didst thou leave thy chamber ? - ^ 
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3EBTHA* 

My nurse — Jaromir ! she told to-night 

A history of our house. I could not sleep, 

The fear of its deep terror, like a ghost, 

So haunted me; I sought my mother's grave; 

tt seem'd a sanctuary. — O Jaromir ! 

Have you not heard of her -^ ** The Ancestress ? " 

JABOMTB. 

An excellent ghost story. I have led 
A life too stirring for those vague beliefs 
That superstition builds in solitude: 
But you, my gentle lady of romance, 
Whose youth has pass'd in an old castle, dark 
With overhanging pines ; whose twilight hours 
Are spent in ancient galleries, where the walls 
Are hung with pictures of grim ancestors; 
Who art fEoniliar with the plumed knights 
Whose effigies keep guard in the old hall, 
On whose black panels of the carved oak 
The sunshine falls in vain ; no wonder thou 
Shouldst yield these marvels such a ready faith : 
But, though I fain would share thy every thought, 
Feel — hope — fear — anything like thee, — at this 
I cannot choose but smile. 

BERTHA* 

Nay, Jaromir I 
Who shall deny the spiritual influence 
Of the unquiet dead ? — a mystery 
The hidden, and the terrible. 
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JABOMIR. 

Come, come. 
This shall be argued by the cheerful fire. 

BERTHA. 

Look there, look there ! Mj God, it is her face ! 

[ The Ancestress rises from the tombs, but 
only visible to Bertha, as Jaromhi is 
turned from her. 

JAROMIR. 

What foolish fear is this ? My Bertha, speak ! 
Good saints ! but she is senseless. 

[ Carries her out. 



SCENE rV. — The Count awrf Jabomir. 

COUNT. 

The legends of our house? — I'll tell you one. 
There were two brothers who grew up together, 
As if they had one heart; their tasks, their sports 
Were shared; at evening side by side they slept, 
At morning waked together; when they talk'd 
With all youth's eagerness of future days, 
They imaged but one plan, for neither knew 
Their hopes could be divided. Tears pass'd on, 
And never brought they with them less of change. 
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But when the elder came to man's estate, 
There was too mark'd a difference in their lot : 
The first held wealth and rank — the' younger one 
Dependent; 'tis a hitter word, and most 
When hred together in equality. 
And then the younger hrother rashly wed, 
And lovely children crowded at his knee, 
Foredoom'd to the same life that he had led, 
Where pride and poverty contend, and shame 
Grows deeper from suppression. Years pass'd on : 
At length a deadly sickness smote the Count ; 
His hrother^ with a strange unholy joy, 
Stood hy the dying man ; for he was heir 
To that proud castle and its wide domain. 
And past loves were all lost in future hopes. 
Then was a secret told him which destroy'd 
Those golden dreams, — that hrother had a child! 
Death scoffs at worldly vanities, and death 
Avow'd the secret marriage pride conceal'd. 
He died; and now his lonely orphan's fate 
Was in the new Count's hands, and he play'd false: 
The hoy was left in poor obscurity. 
The mother's claim put down, and fraud and strife' 
Grasp'd their inheritance. That unjust lord, 
The curse was on him, — one by one they died, 
The children, for whose sake he sdld his souL 
One only daughter cheered his desolate house ! 
And all search for the orphan was in vain, 
Till chance restored him, and her father sought 
To Vfkske her his atonement. . 
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JAROMIR. 

Count, no more ! 
I know the history, though till now I deem*d 
Myself unknown. It was with bitter thoughts 
And evil hopes I sought this castle first ; 
But love and kindness greeted me ; I saw 
An old man with remorse upon his brow. 

COUNT, 

Bemorse l-^fot years it has encompassed me, 
Darker and darker as its shadow fell 
Nearer the grave: but at your coming, hope 
Entered the dungeon of my mind like light. 
I knew yoii by your likeness to your father. 
For years I have not dared to raise my eyes 
Even upon his picture; but to-night, 
When all the lighted halls are fiird with guests, 
By blood or amity link'd to our house, 
You shall be own'd before them as the heir; 
And I will look my brother in the face, 
And say, Your son is happy, — pardon me. 

And now for the worst penance of my sin, — • 
To tell my Bertha of her father's crime. 
Alas ! to think that he who virtue taught^ 
Who fill'd her heart with piety and truth, 
Should be the first to show temptation's strength ; 
To prove that guilt could be within the soul, 
While the false word spoke moral loveliness, 

JAROMIR. 

But, oh ! there needs not this. — 
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COUNT. 

Hush! hush! 
I am impatient as a wearied man, 
Eager <o lay a weighty burthen down. 
Come to me presently, \_Exit, 

JAROMIR, 

I do not feel as I should feel at this. 

Acknowledged heir of a most noble house, 

Belov'd and loving, wherefore should the past. 

Which hitherto has seem'd but as a dream. 

Of which I took no heed, — why should the past 

Come darkly up like an overtaking storm, 

Whose heaviness weighs down the atmosphere 

Of present hope? Which shall I curse the most 

My father's pride, my uncle's avarice? 

But for these, bred according to my birth, 

Familiar but with honourable deeds, 

My fiery youth allow'd an open field, 

The name of every gallant ancestor 

A bond upon my soul against disgrace. 

My name had been as stainless as my crest. 

But, nursed in poverty, my infant ears 

Listening to curses, how must wrongs have changed 

A mother's nature, when the first lisp'd words 

Her child's young lips were taught^ were oaths and threats 

Of deep revenge ! Brought up to scorn my state. 

Yet shut out from all other, while the blood 

Of my bold forefathers stirr'd in my veins, 

What have they made me? Robber — murderer I 

One of the ready sword and reckless hand, 

VOL, II. G 
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Who values blood by gold. Where art thou now, 

Spirit of enterprise, that urged me on — 

Spirit of vengeance, that at midnight rang 

My mother's dying words within my brain, — * 

Where are ye now ? Hush'd as the worn-out wave ! 

And in your stead do fear and sorrow come ; 

Till, even as a child that dreads the dark, 

I dread the future. Bertha, thou hast struck, 

As with an angel's hand, my rocky heart. 

And call'd forth its pure waters : higher hopes, 

Gentle affections, thankfulness to God, 

And kindliness towards my fellow-men. 

Are gushing in my bosom's stony depths ; 

And all subdued and chasten'd by a sense 

Of my unworthiness. No more I hold 

A blind and terrible fatality 

Is paramount upon this weary life — 

This gulf of troubled billows — where the soul, 

Like a vex'd bark, is toss'd upon the waves 

Of pain and pleasure by the warring breath 

Of passions, which are winds that bear it on. 

And only to destruction. Never more 

Shall I speak recklessly of death ; or shun 

A quiet thought or solitary hour ; 

Or drown that consciousness, our moral life, 

In the red wine cup : now my better heart 

Luxuriates in repose ; I can pass days 

Stretch'd in the shade of those old cedar trees. 

Watching the sunshine like a blessing fall, — 

The breeze like music wandering o'er the boughs, — 

Each tree a natural harp, — each difiPerent leaf 
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A different note, blent in one vast thanks-giving. 

In leaning from the casement he catches a 
sight of Bertha. 
I see her now. How more than beautiful 
She paces yon broad" terrace ! — The free wind 
Has lifted the soft curls from off her cheek, 
Which yet it crimsons not, — the pure, the pale,— 
Like a young saint. How delicately carved 
The Grecian outline of her face ! — but touch'd 
With a more spiritual beauty, and more meek. 
Her large blue eyes are raised up to the heav'ns. 
Whose hues they wear, and seem to grow more clear 
As the heart fills them. There, those parted lips, — 
Prayer could but give such voiceless eloquence, — 
Shining like snow her clasp'd and earnest hands^ 
She seems a dedicated nun, whose heart 
Is Grod's own altar. By her side I feel 
As in some holy place. My best love, mine, 
Blessings must fall on one like thee ! 



SCENE v.— Bertha in her Room. 

BERTHA. 

The sound of festival is in my ear. 
Haunting it with faint music ; the red lights 
Shine fitfully refiected in the lake, 
Where I have never seen aught but the moon 
Mirror'd before, or the bright quiet Stars. 

4\ 
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A weight is on the air, for ev'ry breeze 
Has, bird-like, folded up its wings for sleep. 
It is like mockery of the silent night 
To choose her hours for merriment ; but thus 
We struggle with all natural laws, and make 
Our life a strange disorder. Yet how sweet 
Comes up the distant music ! — though 'tis sad. 
A- few brief moments, and those notes will be 
But echoes to the dancers' joyous steps. 
Why should they rouse in me such mournful thoughts ? 
Hecalling snatches of familiar songs, 
. I've sung to those sweet airs, all sorrowful. 
I see the youthful warrior with his head 
Pillow 'd upon his shield, but not for sleep ; 
The maiden with her face upon her hands 
Bow'd in its last despair. What are the words ? 

[^ Sings a few words in a hw tone to herself. 

And fitfully the embers raised 

A faint and passing fiame ; 
They miss'd her from her father's hearth. 

But call'd not on her name. 
They knew that she was weeping 

For the loved and for the dead ; 
In silence and in solitude, 

Must such heavy tears be shed ? 

And can these notes, so long associate 

With love and sorrow, thus be turn'd to mirth, 

And we shall dance to what brought tears before ? 

• [^Leaning from the casement. 
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How beautiful it is ! though on the air 

There is the stillness of a coming storm, 

And on the sky its darkness. On the west. 

Like a rebellious multitude, the clouds 

Are gather d in huge masses ; but the Moon, 

Like a young queen, unconscious, brightens still 

A little clear blue space ; though rapidly 

Her comrades, the sweet stars, sink one by one, 

Lost in the spreading vapours. Yet the lake 

Has not a shadow. Well may the young Moon 

Forget her danger, gazing on the face 

Its silver waters mirror : — all beyond 

Is like the grave's obscurity ; more near 

All is most tranquil beauty and repose. 

The garden flowers are paler than by day. 

And sweeter. What an altar of perfume 

Is the musk-rose, beneath my casement twin'd ! 

Dipping its golden tresses in the lake. 

Leans the laburnum, and beneath its shade 

Sleep mj two swans, as white, as still as snow. 

— The wind is rising, and a yellow haze. 

Like a volcano's smoke, makes heaven less dark 

To be more fearful. I can now discern 

Our ancient avenue of cedar trees, — 

How black they look, and with what heavy strength 

The giant branches move ! — the weary air 

Like a deep breath comes from them. — Ah, how dark I 

It is the first cloud that has touch'd the Moon : — 

Her loveliness has conquer'd, — oh, not yet! — 

One huge cloud, and another. I could deem 

The evil powers did war on high to-night. 

o 3 
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And are there snch that o'er humanity 

Hold influence, — the terrible, the wild, — 

Inscrutable as fear, — the ministers 

To our unholy passions ? These are they 

Who dazzle with unrighteous wealth, and make 

Our sleep temptation ; they who fill its dreams 

With passionate strife and guilt, until the mind 

Is grown familiar with the sight of blood. 

I do believe in them : — by those strange crimes 

Man's natural heart would shrink from, — by the fear 

That comes with midnight, — by that awful face. 

Which, though they say it was a fantasy, 

I know I saw, — I do believe in them. 

Enter Jaromib. 

JAROMIR. 

O Bertha, you are beautiful to-night ! 

My fairy Princess, with your golden hair 

Loosed from the braids which almost hid its wealth, ' 

Descending in a sunny shower of curls, 

And lighted up with diamonds; and your waist, — 

That rainbow girdle of all precious stones, — , 

How well it suits its slender gracefulness ! 

Our halls are fill'd with guests. There, take one glance 

At yonder mirror ; and now let me lead 

My lovely cousin to the festal rooms. 

Come, Bertha. 
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SCENE VL— ^ Hall filled with Guests. 
The Count, Jabomir, and Bertha. 



FIRST LADY. 

This is delightful. Why the grim old hall 
Is fill'd with torches ; every shining shield 
And gilded helm reflects the light : the crowd 
Of our gay nobles have not left a gem 
Within their ancient coffers. 

SECOND LADY. 

Yet methinks 
There is a shadow on this gaiety. 
Flung from departed years ; yon empty helm. 
The last memorial of some mighty chief, 
Now even as the dust upon his plume ; 
Those ghastly portraits bringing back the dead. 
I cannot bear to look upon a face 
Warm with the hues of life, from which long since 
All likeness to the human form has passed. 

FIRST LADY. 

This is too fanciful : — come, join the- dance. 

FIRST NOBLEMAN. 

A gallant cavalier this new-found Count ; 
Hell wear his honours gaily. 

6 4 
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SECOND NOBLEMAN. 

Such excess 
Of mirth's exuberance visits not for good. 
An evil fate is written on his brow ; 
The dark, the ominous, — his very joy 
Is like a desperate man's: — I like it not. 
He is not one over whose head the curse 
Will pass away that hangs upon his house. 

FIRST NOBLEMAN. 

Yonder is Bertha ; but how very pale ! — 
More like a nun on whom the moonlight falls 
In some lone cell, than a betrothed bride. 
My gentle Bertha, have you not a smile 
For an old friend to-night ? 

BERTHA. 

My very kindest, if you did but know 
The happiness of one familiar face. 
Let us rest here awhile, the open air 
Is so refreshing in its natural sweetness. 
My head is dizzy with excess of light ; 
Let us but join with looks the festival 
Awhile from this alcove. 

FIRST NOBLEMAN. 

How miser-like 
The wealth of spring is heap'd ! Say, are not these 
Among your favourite flowers ? 
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B£RTHA. 

Blue hyacinths ! 
Oh, do not show them me ; they fill my eyes 
With tears too soft for such a scene as this. 

FIRST NOBLEMAN. 

Is happiness so wholly pass'd from thee, 
That its remembrance is tum'd into pain ? 
Or is thy heart, tliy woman's heart, so caught 
By this gay revel, that a serious thought 
Is counted as a pleasure lost ? 

BERTHA. 

Oh no! 
But now thy words give utterance to mine, 
Which else might seem so grave. I've lived too long 
In the deep quiet of our ancient halls ; 
Have dwelt too much in solitude, whose fence 
Was broken but by old beloved friends. 
To bear this revelry of festival. 
And not feel too oppress'd for happiness. 
I am spectator, not partaker, here. 
To me it seems more like a pageant made 
T^o represent mirth, than the mirth itself. 
I have known many that did act a joy 
In which they had no part. At first I gazed 
In wonder and delight on lips that wore 
A smile as if by custom, and on eyes 
Which seem'd but made to look bland courtesy. 
This did not last. I saw the cheek grow red 
With ill-dissembled anger, at some slight 5 
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The eye flash sudden fire, and the harsh lip 
Curve into scorn : then all grow calm again. — 
Is it not like those lands, where, I have read^ 
Beneath an outward show of fairest flowers 
The soil has veins of subterranean flame, 
Whose fiery sparkles start to sudden life 
When we least dream of them ? Pd rather breathe 
One moment's breath of morning on the hills. 
Than all the Indian woods that ever burnt 
On silver censers ; and would rather see 
One leaf fall from the bough which misses not 
Its loss, than look upon the purple sweep 
Of these rich tapestries. 

Ah, 'tis his voice ! 

Jabomib in the distance. 
Health and long happiness, my friends ! 

Bebteu^ coming forward. 

Who are those strangers? They are arm'd; and see 
How rudely do they force their way ! 

Officers rush up the roomy and surround 

Jabomib, exclaiming. 

Our prisoner! j 

I 

I 

FIBST OFFICEB. 

Count Herman, we are sorry thus to break 
Upon your gaiety. 
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COU^T HERMAN. 



Off, off ! your prisoner is my nearest kin, 
The noble heir of these insulted halls. 

FIRST OFFICER. 

But not the less the robber Udolph, too. 

JAROMIR. 

Discover'd, baffled — well, I can but die. 

I will not shame a name at which so oft 

The brave have trembled. I am Udolph : come, 

I do defy you : one and all come on. 

Is there no rescue in my father's house? 

[Some of the young Cavaliers come forward ; 
they fight; when Bertha flings herself 
before Jaromir, who is mortally wounded^ 
and receives another blow destined for him, 

BERTHA. 

My father ! — \^Dies. ^ 

JAROMJR. 

There, take my sword ; I cannot see her face. 
Oh, for one hour of life, but to revenge I 

COUNT HERMAN. 

I see her: — 'tis the Ancestress ! 

[ The Ancestress glides across the stage^ 
beckoning the Count. 
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COUNT. 

The last and the accursed of my house, 
Will no one let me touch his hand? 

Enter Servants. 

The castle is on fire! — a lightning flash 
Has set the eastern turrets in a blaze. 
Fly for your lives! 

SECOND NOBLEMAN. 

We must take hence this miserable man. 

FIRST NOBLEMAN. 

He's dead! 
[ Thefiames hurst into the roomy and they fly. 

The Ancestress is seen to kneel by the dead, with 
her hands raised to heaven, till the/ailing ruins 
of the Castle hide the whole. 
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No. L 

« 

O NO, sweet lady, not to thee 

That set and chilling tone, 
By which the feelings on themselves 

So utterly are thrown : 
For mine has sprung' upon my lips. 

Impatient to express 
The haunting charm of thy sweet voice 

And gentlest loveliness. 
A very fairy queen thou art, 

Whose only spells are on the heart. 

The garden it has many a flower, 

But only one for thee — 
The early graced of Grecian song, 

The fragrant myrtle tree ; 
For it doth speak of happy love, 

The delicate, the true. 
If its pearl buds are fair like thee. 

They seem as fragile too ; 
Likeness, not omens, for Love's power 

Will watch his own most precious flower. 



I 
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Thou art not of that wilder race 

Upon the mountain side, 
Able alike the summer sun 

And winter blast to bide ; 
But thou art of that gentler growth, 

Which asks some loving eye, 
To keep it in sweet guardianship, 

Or it must droop and die ; 
Requiring equal love and care, 
Even more delicate than fair. 

I cannot paint to thee the charm 

Which thou hast wrought on me ; 
Thy laugh, so like the wild bird's song 

In the first bloom -touch'd tree. 
You spoke of lovely Italy, 

And of its thousand flowers ; 
Your lips had caught the music breath 

Amid its summer bowers. 
And can it be a form like thine 
Has braved the stormy Apennine ? 

Pm standing now with one white rose 

Where silver waters glide : 
I've flung that white rose on the stream, 

How light it breasts the tide ! 
The clear waves seem as if they love 

So beautiful a thing ; 
And fondly to the scented leaves 

The laughing sunbeams cling. 
A summer voyage — fairy freight; — 
And such, sweet lady, be thy fate ! 
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Nan. 

Ah ! little do those features wear 
The shade of grief, the soil of care ; 
The hair is parted o'er a brow 
Open and white as mountain snow, 
And thence descends in many a ring, 
With sun and summer glistening. 
Yet something on that brow has wrought 
A moment's cast of passing thought ; 
Musing of gentle dreams, like those 
Which tint the slumbers of the rose : 
Not love, — love is not yet with thee, — 
But just a glimpse what love may be : 
A memory of some last night's sigh, 
When flitting blush and drooping eye 
Answer'd some youthful cavalier, 
Whose words sank pleasant on thine ear, 
To stir, but not to fill the heart ; — 
Dreaming of such, fair girl, thou art — 

Thou blessed season of our spring, 
When hopes are angels on the wing ; 
Bound upwards to their heavenly shore, 
Alas ! to visit earth no more. 
Then step and laugh alike are light, 
When, like a summer morning bright, 
Our spirits in their mirth are such. 
As turn to gold whate'er they touch. 
The past! — 'tis nothing — childhood's day 
Has roll'd too recently away, 
For youth to shed those mournful tears 
That fill the eye in older years, 
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When Care looks back on that bright leaf 
Of ready smiles and short-lived grief. 
The future I — 'tis the promised land, 
To which Hope points with prophet hand, 
Telling us fairy tales of flowers 
That only change for fruit — and ours. 
Though false, though fleeting, and though vain, 
Thou blessed time, I say again. — 

Glad being, with thy downcast eyes, 
And visionary look that lies 
Beneath their shadow, thou shalt share 
A world, where all my treasures are — 
My lute's sweet empire, fiU'd with all 
That will obey my spirit's call ; 
A world lit up by fancy's son ! 
Ah ! little like our actual one. 

No. in. 

His hand is on the snowy sail, 

His step is on the prow. 
And back the cold night-winds have flung 

The dark curls from his brow ; 
That brow to which his native heaven 
A something of itself has given. 

But all too mix'd with earthly stain, 

The nameless shadowy care. 
Which teUs, that though heaven gave it birth, 

Its home has not been there ; 
And here, the earth and heaven seem blent 
In one discordant element. 
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It wears our nature's nobler part ; 

That spirit which doth spurn 
The weary bondage of our world, 

And show what man can earn ; 
Where, led by honourable pride, 
Hero and sage are deified ; — 

Those high imaginings which make 

The glory which they hope ; 
Fine-wrought aspirings, lofty aims. 

Which have in youth such scope ; 
Like tides which, haunted by the moon, 
Kise but, alas ! to fall too soon. 

Vain are these dreams, and vain these hopes ; 

And yet 'tis these give birth 
To each high purpose, generous dieed. 

That sanctifies our earth. 
He who hath highest aim in view. 
Must dream at first what he will do. 

Upon that youthful brow are traced 

High impulses like these ; 
But all too purposeless, like gales « 

That wander o'er the seas ; 
Not winds that bear the vessel on, 
Fix'd to one point, and only one. 

And meaner workings have deform'd 

His natural noble mind ; 
Those wretched aims which waste the ore 

For happier use design'd. 

H 2 
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And petty wishes, idle praise, 
Destroy the hopes of better days. 

And hath no earlier vision taught 

A more exalted creed ? 
Alas ! that such a mind should waste 

Its powers away, to feed 
That wretched vanity which clings 
To life's debasing, paltry things. 



The worthlessness of common praise, 

The dry rot of the mind, 
By which its temple secretly 

But fast is undermined. 
Alas ! the praise given to the ear 
Ne'er was nor e'er can be sincere — 

And does but waste away the mind 
On which it preys: — in vain 

Would they in whom its poison lurks 
A worthier state attain. 

Indifference proud, immortal aim, 

Had, aye, the demigods of fame. 

The dew of night falls cold around. 

Yet can it not allay 
The fever burning on thy cheek. 

That eats thy life away; 
For thou dost know thy birthright sold 
For even less than his of old. 
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Thou know'st what thou hast power to be, 

Thou know'st, too, what thou art ; 
And heavily does discontent 

Sit rankling at thy heart ; 
And thou dost mask thy grief the while 
With scornful sneer, and bitter smile. 

But yet thou art too indolent 

From such weak bonds to free 
Thy better self, and urge thy strength 

To be what thou might'st be; 
Thou dost repent the past, and blame, 
And yet thy future is the same. 

Ay, leave thy rudder to the wave. 

Thy sail upon the wind. 
Leave them to chance, and they will be 

Fit likeness of thy mind: 
Unguided sail, unmaster*d prow, 
Are only emblems; — "What art thou? 



No. IV. 

His brow is pale with high and passionate thoughts 
That came from heaven like lightning, and consume, 
E'en while they brighten; youth has lost its hopes: 
Those sweet and wandering birds, that make its spring 
So happy with their music, — these are gone ; 
All scared by one, a vulture, that doth feed 

H 3 
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Upon the life-blood of the throbbing heart — 
The hope of immortality ! — that hope, 
Whose altar is the grave, whose sacrifice 
Is life — bright, beautiful, and breathing life. 

He stands amid the revellers with a joy, 
A scarcely conscious joy, in their delight; 
In it he has no part, — he stands alone ; 
But the deep music haunts his dreaming ear, -— 
But the fair forms flit o'er his dreaming eye^ — 
And exquisite illusions fill his soul 
"With loveliness to pour in future song. 
He leant beside a casement, and the moon 
Shed her own stillness o'er the hectic cheek 
Whereon the fever of the mind had fed; 
His eyes have turn'd towards th' eternal stars, 
Drinking the light into their shadowy depths. 
Almost as glorious and as spiritual. 
The night-wind touch'd his forehead, with it ran 
A faint slight shudder through his wasted frame, — 
Alas ! how little can bring down our thoughts 
From their most lofty communings with heaven. 
To poor mortality ! — that passing chill 
Kecall'd those bitter feelings that attend 
Career half folio w'd, and the goal unwon: 
He thought upon his few and unknown years, 
How much his power, how little it had done ; 
And then again the pale lip was compress'd 
With high resolve, the dark eye flash'd with hope 
To snatch a laurel from the grasp of death, 
For the green memory of an early grave. 
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No. V. 

Thy beauty ! not a fault is there; 

No queen of Grecian line 
E'er braided more luxuriant hair 

O'er forehead more divine. 

The light of midnight's starry heaven 

Is in those radiant eyes; 
The rose's crimson life has given 

That cheek its morning dyes. 

Thy voice is sweet, as if it took 

Its music from thy face; 
And word and mien, and step and look. 

Are perfect in their grace. 

And yet I love thee not : thy brow 

Is but the sculptor's mould : 
It wants a shade, it wants a glow, — 

It is less fair than cold. 

Where are thy blushes, where thy tears? 

Thy cheek has but one rose: 
No eloquence of hopes and fears 

Disturbs its bright repose. 

Thy large dark eyes grow not more dark 

With tears that swell unshed : 
Alas ! thy heart is as the ark 

That floated o'er the dead. 

H 4 
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Hope, feeling, fancy, fear, and love 

Are in one rain hurl'd; 
Fate's dreary waters roll above 

Thy young and other world. 

And thou hast lived o'er scenes like these, 

The terrible, the past, 
Where hearts must either break or freeze, — 

And thine has done the last. 

Thou mov'st amid the heartless throng 
With school'd and alter'd brow : 

Thy face has worn its mask so long, 
It is its likeness now. 

Where is the colour that once flush'd 

With every eager word ? 
Where the sweet joyous laugh, that gush'd 

Like spring songs from the bird ? 

Where are the tears a word once brought, — 

The heart's sweet social rain ? 
Where are the smiles that only sought 

To see themselves again ? 

I knew thee in thine earlier hours, 

A very summer queen 
For some young poet's dream: — those flow'rs 

Are just what thou hast been, — 
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Wild floVrs, all touched with rainbow hues, 

Born in a morning sky, 
Lighted with sunshine, fiU'd with dews, 

Made for a smile and sigh* 

But now I look upon thy face, 

A very pictured show, 
Betraying not the slightest trace 

Of what may work below. 

Farewell, affection I — selfish, changed. 

Thine it no more may be ; 
From love thou hast thyself estranged, — 

It could not dwell with thee. 



No. VI. 

The light is kindling in his eye, 

The colour on his cheek ; 
And thoughts, the passionate, the deep. 

Their charmed silence break ; 

Yet not to pour themselves in song^ 

But in those burning words 
That come when some chance touch has waked 

Tlie spirit's secret chords. 

How eloquent, how beautiful. 
Like morning in the north 
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Melting away the dreary ice, 
His noble mind came forth ! 

He stood the centre of the ring, 

Awakening in each breast 
Feelings and thoughts, forgotten, though 

Their noblest and their best. 

'Twas but a moment while they own'd 

The youthful poet's sway ; 
A beacon light upon the hill. 

To warn and die away. 

Again his dowcast eye was dim. 
Again his cheek was pale ; 

Again around his beating heart 
Closed its accustom'd veil. 

A moment's pause, a moment's praise, 
Sufficed to change the scene ; 

And careless word and careless laugh 
Arose where mind had been. 

So flings the lamp upon the wind 
Its bright and dying flame : — 

I thought, alas, the waste of life. 
The vanity of fame ! 
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Beautiful art I my worship is for thee, — 
The heart's entire devotion. When I look 
Upon thy radiant wonders, every pulse 
Is thriird as in the presence of divinity ! 
Pictures, bright pictures, oh I they are to me 
A world for mind to revel in. I love 
To give a history to every face, to think,— 
As J thought with the painter, — as I knew 
What his high communing had been. — L.E.L. 

Poetical Catalogue qf Pictures in Lit. Gat,, 1823. 
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PORTRAIT OF A LADY. 

BY SIR THOMAS LAWRENCE. 

Lady, thy lofty brow is fair, 
Beauty's sign and seal are there ; 
And thy lip is like the rose 
Closing round the bee's repose ; 
And thine eye is like a star, 
But blue as the sapphires' are. 
Beautiful patrician ! thou 
Wearest on thy stately brow 
All that suits a noble race, 
All of high-born maiden's grace, « 
Who is there could look on thee 
And doubt thy nobility ? 

Round thee satin robe is flung. 
Pearls upon thy neck are hung, 
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And upon thy arm of snow 
Rabies like red sun- gifts glow ; 
Yet thou wearest pearl and gem 
As thou hadst forgotten them. — 
'Tis a step, but made to tread 
O'er Persian web, or flower's head, 
Soft hand that might only move 
In the broider'd silken glove, — 
Cheek unused to ruder air 
Than what hot-house rose might bear, 
One whom nature only meant 
To be queen of the tournament, — 
Courtly fete, and lighted hall, — 
Grace and ornament of all ! 



JULIET AFTER THE MASQUERADE. 

BT THOMPSON. 

She left the festival, for it seem'd dim 

Now that her eye no longer dwelt on him, 

And sought her chamber, — gazed, (then tum'd away,) 

Upon a mirror that before her lay, 

Half fearing, half believing her sweet face 

Would surely claim within his memory place. 

The hour was late, and that night her light foot 

Had been the constant echo of the lute ; 

Yet sought she not her pillow, the cool air 

Came from the casement, and it lured her there. 

The terrace was beneath, and the pale moon 

Shone o'er the couch which she had pressed at noon, 
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Soft-lingering o'er some minstrel's love-lorn page, — 
h Alas, tears are the poet's heritage ! 



\ 



She flung her on that couch, but not for sleep ; 
No, it was only that the wind might steep 
Her fever'd lip in its delicious dew : 
Her brow was burning, and aside she threw 
Her cap and plume, and, loosen'd from its fold, 
Came o'er her neck and face a shower of gold, 
A thousand curls. It was a solitude 
Made for young hearts in love's first dreaming mood : 
Beneath the garden lay, fill'd with rose-trees 
Whose sighings came like passion on the breeze, 
Two graceful statues of the Parian stone. 
So finely shaped, that, as the moonlight shone, 
The breath of life seem'd to their beauty given, 
But less the life of earth than that of heaven. 
'Twas Psyche and her boy-god, so divine 
They turn'd the terrace to an idol shrine, 
With its white vases and their summer share 
Of flowers, like altars raised to that sweet pair. 

And there the maiden leant, still in her ear 
The whisper dwelt of that young cavalier ; 
It was no fancy, he had named the name 
Of love, and at that thought her cheek grew flame : 
It was the first time her young ear had heard 
A lover's burning sigh, or silver word ; 
Her thoughts were all confusion, but most sweet, — 
Her heart beat high, but pleasant was its beat. 
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She murmur'd ,over many a snatch of song 
That might to her own feelings now belong ; 
She thought apon old histories she had read^ 
And placed herself in each high heroine's stead, 
Then woke her lute, — oh ! there is little known 
Of music's power till aided by love's own. 
And this is happiness : oh ! love will last 
When all that made its happiness is past,-— 
When all its hopes are as the glittering toys 
Time present offers, time to come destroys, — 
When they have been too often crush'd to earth, 
For further blindness to their little worth, — 
When fond illusions have dropt one by one, 
Like pearls from a rich carkanet, till none 
Are left upon life's soiVd and naked string, — 
And this is all that time will ever bring. 
— And that fair girl, — what can the heart foresee 
Of her young love, and of its destiny ? 
There is a white cloud o'er the moon, its form 
Is very light, and yet there sleeps the storm ; 
It is an omen, it may tell the fate 
Of love known all too soon, repented all too late. 



THE COMBAT. 

BY ETTT. 



They fled, — for there was for the brave 
Left only a dishonoured grave. 
The day was lost, and his red hand 
Was now upon a broken brand ; 
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The foes were in his native town, 

The gates were forced, the walls were down, 

The burning city lit the sky ; 

What had he then to do but fly, — 

Fly to the mountain-rock, where yet 

Revenge might strike, or peace forget ? 

They fled, — for she was by his side, 
Life's last and loveliest link, his bride, — 
Friends, fame, hope, freedom, all were gone. 
Or lingered only with that one. 
They hasten'd by the lonely way 
That through the winding forest lay. 
Hearth, home, towor, temple, blazed behind, 
And shout and shriek came on the wind ; 
And twice the warrior turn'd again. 
And cursed the arm that now in vain, 
Wounded and faint, essay'd to grasp 
The sword that trembled in its clasp. 

At last they reach'd a secret shade 
Which seem'd as for their safety made ; 
And there they paused, for the warm tide 
Burst in red gushes from his side. 
And hung the drops on brow and cheek. 
And his gasp'd breath came thick and weak. 
She took her long dark hair, and bound 
The cool moss on each gaping wound, 
And in her closed-up hands she brought 
The water which his hot lip sought,— 
TOL. n. I 
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And anxious gazed upon his eye, 
As asking, sliall we live or die ? 
Almost as if she thought his breath 
Had power o'er his own life and deaths 

But, hark! — 'tis not the wind deceives. 
There is a step among the leaves : 
Her blood runs cold, her heart beats high, — 
It is their fiercest enemy ; 
He of the charm'd and deadly steel. 
Whose stroke was never known, to heal, — 
He of the sword sworn not to spare, — 
She flung her down in her despair I 

The dying chief sprang to his knee. 
And the staunch'd wounds well'd fearfully ; 
But his gash'd arm, what is it now ? 
Livid his lip, and black his brow. 
While over him the slayer stood, 
As if he almost scom'd the blood 
That cost 80 little to be won, — 
He strikes,— the work of death is done ! 
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THE FAIRY QUEEN SLEEPING. 

BY STOTHABD. 



She lay upon a bank, the fayourite haunt 
Of the spring wind in its first sunshine hour, 
For the luxuriant strawberry blossoms spread 
Like a snow-shower there, and violets 
Bow'd down their purple vases of perfume 
About her pillow, — link'd in a gay band 
Floated fantastic shapes, these were her guards, 
Her lithe and rafaibow elves. 



Wb have been o'er land and sea, 
Seeking lovely dreams for thee, — 
Where is there we have not been 
Gathering gifts for our sweet queen 
We are come with sound and sight 
Fit for fair/s sleep to-night : — 
First around thy couch shall sweep 
Odours, such as roses weep 
When the earliest spring rain 
Calls them into life again ; 
Next upon thine ear shall float 
Many a low and silver note, 
Stolen from a dark-eyed maid. 
When her lover's serenade, 
Rising as the stars grew dim, 
Waken'd her from thoughts of him ; 
There shall steal o'er Up and cheek 
Gales, but all too light to break 
Thy soft rest,-»8uch gales as hide 
All day orange-flowers inside, 

X 2 
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Or that, while hot noontide dwell, 
In the purple hjacinth bell ; 
And before thy sleeping eyes 
Shall come glorious pageantries, — 
Palaces of gems and gold, 
Such as dazzle to behold, — 
Gardens, in which every tree 
Seems a world of bloom to be, — 
Fountains, whose clear waters show 
The white pearls that lie below.— 
During slumber's magic reign 
Other times shaU live again ; 
First thou shalt be young and free 
In thy days of liberty, — 
Then again be woo'd and won 
By thy stately Oberon. 
Or thou shalt descend to earth. 
And see all of mortal birth. — 
No, that world's too full of care 
For e'en dreams to linger there. 
But, behold, the sun is set. 
And the diamond coronet 
Of the young moon is on high 
Waiting for our revelry ; 
And the dew is on the flower. 
And the stars proclaim our hour ; 
Long enough thy rest has been. 
Wake, TiTANiA, wake, our queen I 



i 
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THE ORIENTAL NOSEGAY. 

BY FICKEBSGILL. 

Through the light curtains came the perfumed air^ 

And flung them back and show'd a garden, where 

The eye could just catch glimpses of those trees 

Which send sweet messages upon the breeze 

To lull a maiden's sleep, and fan her cheek. 

When inward thoughts in outward blushes speak* 

Beneath 's a silken couch^ just fit to be 

A snowy shrine for some fair deity ; 

And there a beauty rests, lovely as those 

Enchanted visions haunting the repose 

Of the young poet, when his eyelids shut 

To dream that love they have but dream'd as yet ; — 

But dream'd ! Alas, that love should ever be 

A happiness but made for phantasie ! 

And flowers are by her side, and her dark eye 

Seems as it read in them her destiny. 

She knew whose hand had gather'd them, she knew 

Whose sigh and touch were on their scent and hue. 

Beautiful language ! Love's peculiar, own, 
But only to the spring and summer known. 
Ah ! little marvel in such clime and age 
As that of our too earth-bound pilgrimage, 
That we should daily hear that love is fled, 

And hope grown pale, and lighted feelings dead* 

I 3 
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Not for the cold, the careless to impart, 

By such sweet signs, the silence of the heart : 

But surelj in the countries where the sun 

Lights loveliness in all he shines upon, — 

Where love is as a mystery and a dream. 

One single flower upon life's troubled stream ; 

There, there, perchance, may the young bosom thrill. 

Feeling and fancy linger with love still. 

She look'd upon the blossoms, and a smile, 
A twilight one, lit up her lip the while. 
Surfely her love is blest, no leaves are there 
That aught of lover's misery declare. 
True, 'mid them is that pale and pining flower, 
Whose dim blue colour speaks an absent hour ; 
Yet it is nothing but that tender sorrow 
Of those who part to-day to meet to-morrow : 
For there are hope and constancy beside, — 
And are not these to happiness allied ? 
And yet upon that maiden's cheek is caught 
A summer evening's shade of pensive thought, 
As if those large soft eyes knew all their fate, 
How the heart would its destiny create, — 
At once too tender, and too passionate ; — 
Too made for happiness to be happy here, 
An angel fetter'd to an earthly sphere. — 
And those dark eyes, so large, so soft, so bright, 
So clear as if their very tears were light, 
They tell that destiny. Art thou not one 
To whom love will be like the summer sun, 
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That feeds the diamond in the secret mine, 

Then calls it from its solitude to shine, 

And piece by piece be broken ? Watch the bloom, 

And mark its fading to an early tomb, 

And read in the decay upon it stealing 

Of thy own wasted hope and withered feeling. 

Ay, fitting messengers for love ! as fair, 

As quid^ly past, as his own visions are. 

Fling, fling the flowers away 1 



A CHILD SCREENING A DOVE FROM 

A HAWK 

BY STEWARDSON. 

At, screen thy favourite dove, fair child, 

Ay, screen it if you may, — 
Yet I misdoubt thy trembling hand 

Will scare the hawk away. 

That dove will die, that child will weep, — 

Is this their destinie ? 
Ever amid the sweets of life 

Some evil thing must be. 

Ay, moralise, — is it not thus 

We've mourn'd our hope and love ? 

Ah ! there are tears for every eye, 
A hawk for every dove ! 

I 4 
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THE ENCHANTED ISLAND. 

BY DANBT. 

And there the island lay, the waves around 
Had never known a storm ; for the north wind 
Was charm'd from coming, and the only airs 
That blew brought sunshine on their azure wings, 
Or tones of music from the sparry caves, 
Where the sea maids make lutes of the pink conch. 
These were sea breezes, — those that swept the land 
Brought other gifts, — sighs from blue violets, 
Or from June's sweet Sultana, the bright rose 
Stole odours. On the silver mirror's face 
Was but a single ripple that was made 
By a flamingo's beak, whose scarlet wings 
Shone like a meteor on the stream : around. 
Upon the golden sands^ were coral plants. 
And shells of many colours, and sea weeds, 
Whose foliage caught and chain'd the Nautilus, 
Where lay they as at anchor. On each side 
Were grottoes^ like fair porticoes with steps 
Of the green marble ; and a lovely light. 
Like the far radiance of a thousand lamps. 
Half -shine, half- shadow, or the glorious track 
Of a departing star but faintly seen 
In the dim distance, through those caverns shone. 
And play'd o*er the tall trees which seem'd to hide 
Gardens, where hyacinths rang their soft bells 
To call the bees from the anemone. 
Jealous of their bright rivals' golden wealth. 
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— Amid those arches floated starry shapes, 
Just indistinct enough to make the eje 
Dream of surpassing beauty ; but in front, 
Borne on a car of pearl, and drawn by swans^ 
There lay a lovely figure, — she was queen 
Of the Enchanted Island, which was raised 
From ocean's bosom but to pleasure her : 
And spirits, from the stars, and from the sea. 
The beauteous mortal had them for her slaves. 

She was the daughter of a king, and loved 
By a young Ocean Spirit from her birth, — 
He hover'd o'er her in her infancy. 
And bade the rose grow near her, that her cheek 
Might catch its colour, — lighted up her dreams 
With fairy wonders, and made harmony 
The element in which she moved ; at last, 
When that she turn'd away from earthly love, 
Enamour'd of her visions, he became 
Visible with his radiant wings, and bore 
His bride to the fair island. 



CUPH) AND SWALLOWS FLYING 
FROM WINTER. 

BY DAGLET. 
** We fly from the cold." 

AwAT, away, o'er land and sea, 
This is now no home for me ; 
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My light wings may never bear 
Northern cloud or winter air. 
Murky shades are gathering fast, 
Sleet and snow are on the blast, 
Trees from which the leaves are fled, 
Flowers whose very roots are dead, 
Grass of its green blade bereft, 
These are all that now are left. 
— Linger here another day, 
I shall be as sad as they ; 
My companions fly with spring, 
I too must be on the wing. 

Where are the sweet gales whose song 
Wont to waft my darts along? 
Scented airs I oh, not like these. 
Bough as they which sweep the seas; 
But those sighs of rose which bring 
Incense from their wandering. 
Where are the bright flowers that kept 
Guard around me while I slept? 
Where the sunny eyes whose beams 
Waken'd me from my soft dreams ? — 
These are with the swallows gone, — 
Beauty's heart is chiU'd to stone. 

Oh! for some sweet southern clime. 
Where 'tis ever summer time, — 
Where, if blossoms fall, their tomb 
Is amid new birth of bloom, — 
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Where green leaves are ever springing, 
Where the lark is always singing, — 
One of those bright isles which lie 
Fair beneath an azure sky, 
Isles of cinnamon and spice, 
Shadow each of Paradise, — 
Where the flowers shine with dyes, 
Tinted bright from the sun-rise, — 
Where the birds which drink their dew, 
Wave wings of yet brighter hue, 
And each river's course is roll'd 
Over bed of pearl and gold ! 

Oh! for those Hme-scented groves 
Where the Spanish lover roves, 
Tuning to the western star 
His soft song and light guitar^ — 
Where the dark-hair'd girls are dancing, 
Fairies in the moonlight glancing. 
With pencill'd brows, and radiant eyes, 
Like their planet-lighted skies! 
Or those clear Italian lakes 
Where the silver cygnet makes 
Its soft nest of leaf and flowei, 
A white lily for its bower ! 
Each of these a home would bcy 
Fit for beauty and for me : 
I must seek their happier sphere 
While the Winter lords it here. 



124 FO£TICAL SKETCHES. 



LOVE NURSED BY SOLITUDE. 

BY W. I. THOMSON, EDINBURGH. 

At, surely it is here that Love should come, 
And find (if he may find on earth) a home ; 
Here cast off all the sorrow and the shame 
That cling like shadows to his very name. 

Young Love, thou art lielied: they speak of thee. 
And couple with thy mention misery ; 
Talk of the broken heart, the wasted bloom, 
The spirit blighted, and the early tomb ; 
As if these waited on thy golden lot, — 
They blame thee for the faults which thou hast not. 
Art thou to blame for that they bring on thee 
The soil and weight of their mortality? 
How can they hope that ever links will hold 
Form'd, as they form them now, of the harsh gold? 
Or worse than even this, how can they think 
That vanity will bind the failing link? 
How can they dream that thy sweet life will bear 
Crowds', palaces', and cities' heartless air ? 
Where the lip smiles while the heart's desolate, 
And courtesy lends its deep mask to hate ; 
Where looks and thoughts alike must feel the chain. 
And nought of life is real but its pain ; 
Where the young spirit's high imaginings 
Are scom'd and cast away as idle things ; 
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Where, think or feel, you are foredoom'd to be 

A marvel and a sign for mockery; 

Where none must wander from the beaten road, — 

All alike champ the bit, and feel the goad. 

It is not made for thee, young Love ! away 

To where the green earth laughs to the clear day, 

To the deep valley, where a thousand trees 

Keep a green court for fairy revelries, — 

To some small island on a lonely lake. 

Where only swans the diamond waters break. 

Where the pines hang in silence o'er the tide 

And the stream gushes from the mountain side; 

These, Love, are haunts for thee ; where canst thou brood 

With thy sweet wings furl'd but in Solitude? 



FAIRIES ON THE SEA SHORE. 

BY HOWABD. 
FIBST FAIRY. 

My home and haunt are in every leaf. 

Whose life is a summer day, bright and brief, 

I live in the depths of the tulip's bower, 

I wear a wreath of the cistus flower, 

I drink the dew of the blue harebell, 

I know the breath of the violet well, — 

The white and the azure violet ; 

But I know not which is the sweetest yet, — 

I have kiss'd the cheek of the rose, 

I have watch'd the lily unclose, 
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My silver mine is the almond tree, — 
Who will come dwell with flower and me ? 

CHORUS OP FAIRIES. 

Dance we our round, 'tis a summer night, 
And our steps are led by the glow-worms' light. 

SECOND FAIRY. 

My dwelling is in the serpentine 
Of the rainbow's colour'd line, — 
See how its rose and amber clings 
To the many hues of my radiant wings ; 
Mine is the step that bids the earth 
Give to the iris flower its birth, 
And mine the golden cup to hide, 
Where the last faint hue of the rainbow died. 
Search the depths of an Indian mine,— 
Where are the colours to match with mine ? 

CHORUS. 

Dance we round, for the gale is bringing 
Songs the summer rose is singing. 

THIRD FAIRY. 

I float on the breath of a minstrel's lute. 
Or the wandering sounds of a distant flute, 
Linger I over the tones that swell 
From the pink-vein'd chords of an ocean-shell ; 
I love the skylark's morning hymn, 
Or the nightingale heard at the twilight dim. 
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The echo, the fountain's melodj, — 
These, oh! these are the spells for me! 

CHORUS. 

HaU to the summer night of June ; 
See! yonder has risen our ladje moon. 

FOURTH FAIRY. 

My palace is in the coral cave 
Set with spars by the ocean wave ; 
Would ye have gems, then seek them there,— 
There found I the pearls that bind my hair. 
I and the wind together can roam 
Over the green waves and their white foam, — 
See, I have got this silver shell, 
Mark how my breath will its smallness swell. 
For the Nautilus is my boat 
In which I over the waters float : 
The moon is shining over the sea, — 
Who is there will come sail with me ! 

CHORUS OP FAmiES. 

Our noontide sleep is on leaf and flower, 
Our revels are held in a moonlit hour, — 
What is there sweet, what is there fair, 
And we are not the dwellers there ? 
Dance we round, for the morning light 
Will put us and our glow-worm lamps to flight ! 
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A GIRL AT HER DEVOTIONS. 

BY NEWTON. 

She was just risen from her bended knee. 

But yet peace seem'd not with her piety ; 

For there was paleness upon her young cheek, 

And thoughts upon the lips which never speak, 

But wring the heart that at the last they break. 

Alas ! how much of misery may be read 

In that wan forehead, and that bow'd-down head!- 

Her eye is on a picture : woe that ever 

Love should thus struggle with a vain endeavour 

Against itself: it is a common tale. 

And ever will be while earth's ills prevail 

Over earth's happiness ; it tells she strove 

With silent, secret, unrequited love. 

It matters not its history ; love has wings 
Like lightning, swift and fatal, and it springs 
Like a wild flower where it is least expected, 
Existing whether cherish'd or rejected ; 
Living with only but to be content. 
Hopeless, for love is its own element, — 
Requiring nothing so that it may be 
The martyr of its fond fidelity. 
A mystery art thou, thou mighty one ! 
We speak thy name in beauty, yet we shun 
To own thee. Love, a guest ; the poet's songs 
Are sweetest when their voice to thee belongs. 



i 
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And hope, sweet opiate, tenderness, delight. 
Are terms which are thy own peculiar right ; 
Yet all deny their master, — who will own 
His breast thy footstool, and his heart thy throne ? 

'Tis strange to think, if we could fling aside 
The mask and mantle that love wears from pride. 
How much would be, we now so little guess. 
Deep in each heart's undream'd, unsought recess. 
The careless smile, like a gay banner borne. 
The laugh of merriment, the lip of scorn, — 
And, for a cloak, what is there that can be 
So difficult to pierce as gaiety ? 
Too dazzling to be scann'd, the haughty brow 
Seems to hide something it would not avow ; 
But rainbow words, light laugh, and thoughtless jest. 
These are the bars, the curtain to the breast. 
That shuns a scrutiny : and she, whose form 
Now bends in grief beneath the bosom's storm, 
Has hidden well her wound, — now none are nigh 
To mock with curious or with careless eye, 
(For love seeks sympathy ; a chilling yes. 
Strikes at the root of its best happiness, 
And mockery is wormwood,) she may dwell 
On feelings which that picture may not tell. 
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NYMPH AND ZEPHYR, 

A 8TATUAKY GROUP, BY WESTMACOTT. 

And the summer sun shone in the sky, 

And the rose's whole life was in its sigh. 

When her eyelids were kiss'd by a morning beam, 

And the Nymph rose up from her moonlit dream ; 

For she had watch'd the midnight hour 

Till her head had bow'd like a sleeping flower ; 

But now she had waken'd, and light and dew 

Gave her morning freshness and morning hue, — 

Up she sprang, and away she fled 

O'er the lithe grass stem and the blossom's head ; 

From the lilies' bells she dush'd not the spray, 

For her feet were as light and as white as they. 

Sudden upon her arm there shone 

A gem with the hues of an Indian stone, 

And she knew the insect bird whose wing 

Is sacred to Psyche and to Spring ; 

But scarce had her touch its captive prest 

Ere another prisoner was on her breast; 

And the Zephyr sought his prize again, — 

" No," said the Nymph, " thy search is vain : ** 

And her golden hair from its braided yoke 

Burst like the banner of hope as she spoke : 

*^ And instead, fair boy, thou shalt moralise 

Over the pleasure that from thee flies ; 

Then it is pleasure, for we possess 

But in the search, not in the success." 
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THE SULTANA'S REMONSTRANCE. 

It suits thee well to weep, 

As thou look'st on the fair land, 

Whose sceptre thou hast held 
With less than woman's hand. 

On yon bright city gaze, 

With its white and marble halls, 

The glory of its lofty towers, 
The strength of its proud walls. 

And look to yonder palace, 

With its garden of the rose, 
With its groves and silver fountains, 

Fit for a king's repose. 

There is weeping in that city, 
And a cry of woe and shame, 

X s 
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There's a whisper of dishonour, 
And that whisper is thy name. 

And the stranger's feast is spread, 

But it is no feast of thine; 
In thine own halls accursed lips 

Drain the forbidden wine. 

And aged men are in the streets^ 
Who mourn their length of days, 

And young knights stand with folded arms, 
And eyes they dare not raise. 

There is not one whose blood was not 

As the waves of ocean free; 
Their fathers died for thy fathers, — 

They would have died for thee. 

Weep not, — 'tis mine to weep 

That ever thou wert born ; 
Alas, that all a mother's love 

Is lost in a queen's scorn ! 

Yet weep, thou less than woman, weep, 
Those tears become thine eye, — 

It suits thee well to weep the land 
For which thou dar'dst not die.* 

• These lines allude to the flight of the last king of Grenada, 
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HANNIBAL'S OATH. 

And the nigbt was dark and calm, 
There was not a breath of air ; 

The leaves of the grove were still, 
As the presence of death were there ; - 

Only a moaning sound 

Came from the distant sea, 
It was as if, like life, 

It had no tranquillity. 

A warrior and a child 

Pass'd through the sacred wood, 
Which, like a mystery. 

Around the temple stood. 

The warrior's brow was worn 

With the weight of casque and plume, 
And sun-burnt was his cheek. 

And his eye and brow were gloom. 

The child was young and fair. 
But the forehead large and high. 

And the dark eyes' flashing light 
Seem'd to feel their destiny. 

They enter'd in the temple, 
And stood before the shrine ; 

It stream'd with the victim's blood, 
With incense and with wine. 



136 SKETCHES FBOM HISTORY. 

The ground rock'd beneath their feet. 
The thunder shook the dome ; 

But the boy stood firm, and swore 
Eternal hate to Rome. 

There's a page in history 

O'er which tears of blood were wept. 
And that page is the record 

How that oath of hate was kept. 



ALEXANDER AND PHILIP. 

He stood by the river's side 
A conqueror and a king, 
None match'd his step of pride 
Amid the armed ring. 
And a heavy echo rose from the ground, 
As a thousand warriors gathered round. 

And the morning march had been long, 

And the noontide sun was high. 
And weariness bow'd down the strong, 
And heat closed every eye; 
And the victor stood by the river's brim. 
Whose coolness seem'd but made for him. 

The cypress spread their gloom 
Like a cloak from the noontide beam. 

He flung back his dusty plume, 
And plunged in the silver stream ; 
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He plunged like the young steed, fierce and wild, 
He was borne away like the feeble child. 

They took the king to his tent 
From the river's fatal banks, 
A cry of terror went 

Like a storm through the Grecian ranks : 
Was this the fruit of their glories won ? 
Was this the death for Ammoi^ s son ? 

Many a leech heard the call, 

But each one shrank away ; 
For heavy upon all 

Was the weight of fear that day : 
When a thought of treason, a word of deat^i. 
Was in each eye, and on each breath. 

But one with the royal youth 

Had been from his earliest hour. 
And he knew that his heart was truth, 
And he knew that his hand was power ; 
He gave what hope his skill might give. 
And bade him trust to his faith and live. 

Alexander took the cup, 

And from beneath his head a scroll. 
He drank the liquor up. 
And bade Philip read the roll ; 
And Philip look'd on the page, where shame, 
Treason, and poison were named with his name. 
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An angry flush rose on his brow, 

And anger darken'd his eye. 
What I have done I woold do again now I 
If you trust my fidelity. 
The king watch'd his face, he felt he might dare 
Trust tbe faith that was written there. 

Next day the conqueror rose 

From a greater conqueror free ; 
And again he stood amid those 
Who had died his death to see : 
He stood there proud of the lesson he gave, 
That faith and trust were made for the brave. 



THE RECORD. 

H£ sleeps, his head upon his sword. 

His soldier's cloak a shroud ; 
His church-yard is the open field, — 

Three times it has been plough'd ; 

The first time that the wheat sprung up 

'Twas black as if with blood ; 
The meanest beggar turn'd away 

From the unholy food. 

The third year, and the grain grew fair. 

As it was wont to wave ; 
None would have thought that golden com 

Was growing on the grave. 
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His lot was but a peasant's lot, 

His name a peasant's name. 
Not his the place of death that turns 

Into a place of fame. 

He fell as other thousands do, 

Trampled down where they fall. 
While on a single name is heap'd 

The glory gain'd by all. 

Yet even he, whose common grave 

Lies in the open fields, 
Died not without a thought of all 

The joy that glory yields. 

That small white church in his own land, 

The lime trees almost hide. 
Bears on the walls the names of those 

Who for their country died. 

His name is written on those walls. 

His mother read it there, 
With pride, — oh I no, there could not be 

Pride in the widow's prayer. 

And many a stranger who shall mark 

That peasant roll of fame. 
Will think on prouder ones, yet say 

This was a hero's name. 



TALES 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 






Chance notes struck the lute— fancies and thoughts— 
Shadows that haunt the poet's fairy land. 

Loye's words are writ on rose-leaves, but with tears. 

These are the dreams that light my solitude : 

Warrior thoughts— had I been a young knight. 

And curb'd a gallant steed, and worn a sword, — 

Heaven knows I often wish it I— sadness, signs 

I fancy many a cheek betrays of love ; 

Records of beauty, that has seem'd to me 

A thing for worship ; thoughts that sprung from flowers ; 

Feelings on which to meditate is all 

Woman's philosc^hy ; sorrows that flung 

Darkness upon my heart ; unkindness, wrong. 

Gentle affection too ; all that hath made 

My minstrel annals, are upon these leaves. 
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'Tis a wild tale — and sad, too, as the sigh ^ 

That young lips breathe when Love's first dreamings fly : 
When blights and cankerworms, and chilling showers, 
Come withering o'er the warm heart's passion-flowers. 
Love ! gentlest spirit ! I do tell of thee, — 

Of all thy thousand hopes, thy many fears. 

Thy morning blushes, and thy evening tears ; 
What thou hast ever been, and still wilt be, — 
Life's best, but most betraying witchery ! 

It is a night of summer, — and the sea 
Sleeps, like a child, in mute tranquillity. 
Soft o'er the deep-blue wave the moonlight breaks ; 

Gleaming, from out the white clouds of its £one. 
Like beauty's changeful smile, when that it seeks 

Soifie face it loves, yet fears to dwell upon. 
The waves are motionless, save where the oar, 

Light as Love's anger, and as quickly gone. 
Has broken in upon their azure sleep. 

Odours are on the air ; — ^the gale has been 
Wandering in groves where the rich roses weep, — 
Where orange, citron, and the soft lime-flowers 
Shed forth their fragrance to night's dewy hours. 
Afar the distant city meets the gaze. 

Where tower and turret in the pale light shine. 
Seen like the monuments of other days — 
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Monuments Time half shadows, half displays. 
And there are many, who, with witching song 

And wild guitar's soul-thrilling melody, 
Or the lute's melting music, float along 

O'er the blue waters, still and silently. 
That night had Naples sent her best display 
Of young and gallant, beautiful and gay. 

There was a bark a little way apart 

From all the rest, and there two lovers leant : — 
One with a blushing cheek and beating heart. 

And bashful glance, upon the sea-wave bent ; 

She might not meet the gaze the other sent 
Upon her beauty ; — but the half-breathed sighs, 
The deepening colour, timid smiling eyes, 
Told that she listen'd Love's sweet flatteries. 
Then they were silent : — words are little aid 
To Love, whose deepest vows are ever made 
By the heart's beat alone. Oh, silence is 
Love's own peculiar eloquence of bliss ! 
Music swept past : — it was a simple tone ;^— 

But it has waken'd heartfelt sympathies ; 
It has brought into life things past and gone ; 

Has waken'd all those secret memories, 
That may be smother'd but that still will be 
Present within thy soul, young Rosalie ! 
The notes had roused an answering chord within : — 
In other days, that song her vesper hymn had been. 
Her alter'd look is pale : — that dewy eye 

Almost belies the smile her rich lips wear ; — 
That smile is mock'd by a scarce breathing sigh, 
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Which tells of silent and suppressed care— 
Tells that the life is withering with despair. 
More irksome from its unsunn'd silentness — 
A festering wound the spirit pines to bear ; 
A galling chain, whose pressure will intrude, 
Fettering Mirth's step, and Pleasure's lightest mood. 

Where are her thoughts thus wandering ? — A spot. 

Now distant far, is pictured on her mind,— 
A chestnut shadowing a low white cot. 

With rose and jasmine round the casement twined, 

Mix'd with the myrtle-tree's luxuriant blind. 
Alone, (oh ! should such solitude be here ?) 

An aged form beneath the shade reclined, 
Whose eye glanced round the scene ; — and then a tear 

Told that she miss'd one in her heart enshrined I 
Then came remembrances of other times, 

When eve oped her rich bowers for the pale day ; 
When the faint, distant tones of convent chimes 

Were answer'd by the lute and vesper lay ;— 
When the fond mother blest her gentle child. 
And for her welfare prayed the Virgin mild« 

And she has left the aged one to steep 

Her nightly couch with tears for that lost child, — 
y The Rosalie, — who left her age to weep. 

When that the tempter flatter'd her and wiled 

Her steps away, from her own home beguiled. 

i 

She started up in agony : — her eye 
Met MANFREDfs. Softly he spoke, and smiled. 
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Memory is past, and thought and feeling lie 
Lost in one dream — all thrown on one wild die. 
They floated o*er the waters, till the moon 
Look'd from the blue sky in her zenith noon, — 
Till each glad bark at length had sought the shore, 
And the waves echoed to the lute no more ; 
Then sought their gay palazzo, where the ray 
Of lamps shed light only less bright than day ; 
And there they feasted till the morn did fling 
Her blushes o'er their mirth and revelling. 

And life was as a tale of faerie, — 
As when some eastern genie rears bright bowers, 
And spreads the green turf and the coloured flowers ; 

And calls upon the earth, the sea, the sky. 
To yield their treasures for some gentle queen, 
Whose reign is over the enchanted scene. 
And Rosalie had pledged a magic cup — 

The maddening cup of pleasure and of love ! 
There was for her one only dream on earth ! 

There was for her one only star above I — 
She bent in passionate idolatry 
Before her heart's sole idol — Manfredi I 
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'Tis night again — a soft and summer night ; — 

A deep-blue heaven, white clouds, moon and starlight 

So calm, so beautiful, that human eye 

Might weep to look on such a tranquil sky : — 

A night just form'd for Hope's first dream of bliss, 

Or for Love's yet more perfect happiness ! 
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The moon is o'er a grove of cypress trees, 
Weeping, like mourners in the plaining breeze ; 
Echoing the music of a rill, whose song 
Glided so sweetlj, but so sad, along. 

There is a little chapel in the shade. 
Where many a pilgrim has knelt down and pray'd 
To the sweet saint, whose portrait, o'er the shrine, 
The painter's skill has made all but divine. 
It was a pale, a melancholy face, — 

A cheek which bore the trace of frequent tears. 
And worn by grief, — though grief might not efface 

The seal that beauty set in happier years ; 
And such a smile as on the brow appears 

Of one whose earthly thoughts, long since subdued 
Past this life's joys and sorrows, hopes and fears — 

The worldly dreams o'er which the many brood. — 

The heart-beat hush'd in mild and chasten'd mood. 
It was the image of the maid who wept 

Those precious tears, that heal and purify. 
Love yet upon her lip his station kept, 

But heaven and heavenly thoughts were in her eye. 
One knelt before the shrine, with cheek as pale 

As was the cold white marble. Can this be 

The young — the loved — the happy Rosalie ? 
Alas ! alas I her's is a common tale : — 
She trusted, — as youth ever has believed ; — 
She heard Love's vows — confided — was deceived ! 



Oh, Love ! thy essence is thy purity I 
Breathe one unhallow'd breath upon thy fiame, 
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And it is gone for ever, — and but leaves 
A sullied vase — its pure light lost in shame I 

And Rosalie was loved, — not with that pure 
And holy passion which can age endure ; 
But loved with wild and self-consuming fires, — 
A torch which glares — and scorches — and expires. 
A little while her dream of bliss remain'd, — 
A little while Love's wings were left unchain'd 
But change came o'er the trusted Manfredi : 
His heart forgot its vow'd idolatry ; 
And his forgotten love was left to brood 
O'er wrongs and ruin in her solitude ! 

How very desolate that breast must be, 
Whose only joyance is in memory ! 
And what must woman suffer, thus betray'd ! — 
Her heart's most warm and precioua feelings made 
But things wherewith to wound : that heart — so weak. 
So soft — laid open to the vulture's beak I 
Its sweet revealings given up to scorn 
It burns to bear, and yet that must be borne ! 
And, sorer still, that bitterer emotion, 
To know the shrine which had our soul's devotion 
Is that of a false deity ! — to look 
Upon the eyes we worshipped, and brook 
Their cold reply ! Yet these are all for her ! — 
The rude world's outcast, and love's wanderer ! 
Alas ! that love, which is so sweet a thing. 
Should ever cause guilt, grief, or suffering I 
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Yet she upon whose face the sunbeams fall — 
That dark-eyed girl — had felt their bitterest thrall ! 

She thought upon her love ; and there was not 
In passion's record one green sunny spot — 
It had been all a madness and a dream, 
The shadow of a flower on the stream, 
Which seems^ but is not ; and then memory turn'd 
To her lone mother. How her bosom buru'd 
With sweet and bitter thoughts ! There might be rest — 
The wounded dove will flee into her nest — 
That mother's arms might fold her child again. 
The cold world scorn, the cruel smite in vain. 
And falsehood be remembered no more, 
In that calm shelter: — and she might weep o'er 
Her faults and find forgiveness. Had not she 

To whom she knelt found pardon in the eyes 

Of Heaven, in oflering for sacrifice 
A broken heart ? And might not pardon be 
Also for her ? She look'd up to the face 

Of that pale saint ; and in that gentle brow. 
Which seem'd to hold communion with her thought. 

There was a smile which gave hope energy. 
She pra/d one deep, wild prayer, — that she might gain 
The home she hoped ; — then sought that home again. 

A flush of beauty is upon the sky— 
Eve's last warm blushes — like the crimson dye 
The maiden wears, when first her dark eyes meet 
The graceful lover's, sighing at her feet, 
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And there were sounds of music on the breeze, 
And perfume shaken from the citron trees ; 
While the dark chestnuts caught a golden ray 
On their green leaves, the last bright gift of day ; 
And peasants dancing gaily in the shade 
To the soft mandolin, whose light notes made 
An echo fit to the glad voices singing. 
The twilight spirit his sweet urn is flinging 
Of dew upon the lime and orange stems, 
And giving to the rose pearl diadems. 

There is a pilgrim by that old grey tree, 
With head upon her hand bent mournfully ; 
And looking round upon each lovely thing. 
And breathing the sweet air, as they could bring 
To her no beauty and no solacing. 
'Tis Rosalie ! Her prayer was not in vain. 
The truant'Child has sought her home again ! 

It must be worth a life of toil and care, — 
Worth those dark chains the wearied one must bear 
Who toils up fortune's steep, — all that can wring 
The worn-out bosom with lone suffering, — 
Worth restlessness, oppression, goading fears, 
And long-deferred hopes of many years, — 
To reach again that little quiet spot. 
So well loved once, and never quite forgot ; — 
To trace again the steps of infancy. 
And catch their freshness from their memory ! 
And it is triumph, sure, when fortune's sun 
Has shone upon us, and our task is done. 



ROSALIE. 151 

To show our harvest to the eyes which were 
Once all the world to us ! Perhaps there are 
Some who had presaged kindly of our youth. 
Feel we not proud their prophecy was sooth ? 
But how felt Rosalie ? — The very air 

Seem'd as it brought reproach ! there was no eye 
To look delighted, welcome none was there ! 

She felt as feels an outcast wandering by 
Where every door is closed ! She look'd around ; — 
She heard some voices' sweet familiar sound. 
There were some changed, and some remember'd things; 
There were girls, whom she left in their first springs. 
Now blush'd into full beauty. There was one 
Whom she loved tenderly in days now gone I 
She was not dancing gaily with the rest : 
A rose-cheek'd child within her arms was prest ; 
And it had twined its small hands in the hair 
That cluster'd o'er its mother's brow : as fair 
As buds in spring. She gave her laughing dove 
To one who clasp'd it with a father's love ; 
And if a painter's eye had sought a scene 

Of love in its most perfect loveliness — * 

Of childhood, and of wedded happiness, — 
He would have painted the sweet Madeline ! 
But Rosalie shrank from them,, and she stray'd 
Through a small grove of cypresses, whose shade 
Hung o'er a burying-ground, where the low stone 
And the grey cross recorded those now gone ! 
There was a grave just closed. Not one seem'd near. 
To pay the tribute of one long — last tear ! 
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How very desolate must that one be 
Whose more than grave has not a memory ! 

Then Rosalie thought on her mother's age, — 
Just such her end would be with her away : 

No child the last cold death-pang to assuage — 
No child by her neglected tomb to pray ! 

She ask'd — and like a hope from Heaven it came ! — 

To hear them answer with a stranger's name. 

She reach'd her mother's cottage ; by that gate 
She thought how her once lover wont to wait 
To tell her honied tales ; and then she thought 
On all the utter ruin he had wrought ! 
The moon shone brightly, as it used to do 
Ere youth, and hope, and love, had been untrue ; 
But it sbone o'er the desolate ! The flowers 
Were dead ; the faded jessamine, unbound, 
Trail'd, like a heavy weed, upon the ground ; 
And fell the moonlight vainly over trees, 
Which had not even one rose, — although the breeze. 
Almost as if in mockery, had brought 
Sweet tones it from the nightingale had caught ! 

She enter'd in the cottage. None were there ! 
The hearth was dark, — the walls look'd cold and bare ! 
All — all spoke poverty and suffering! 
All — all was changed ! and but one only thing 
Kept its old place I Rosalie's mandolin 
Hung on the wall, where it had ever been. 
There was one other room, — and Rosalie 
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Sought for her mother there. A heavy flame 
Gleam'd from a dying lamp ; a cold air came 
Damp from the broken casement. There one lay, 
Like marble seen but by the moonlight ray ! 
And Rosalie drew near. One wither'd hand 
Was stretch'd, as it would reach a wretched stand 
Where some cold water stood ! And by the bed 
She knelt — and gazed — and saw her mother— dead ! 
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ROLAND'S TOWER: 

A LEGEND OP THE RHINE. 
Oh, Heaven ! the deep fidelity of love ! 

Where, like a courser starting from the spur, 

Rushes the deep-blue current of the Rhine, 

A little island rests; green cypresses 

Are its chief growth, bending their heavy boughs 

O'er grey stones marking long-forgotten graves 

A convent once stood here ; and yet remain 

Relics of other times, pillars and walls, 

Worn away and discolour d, yet so hung 

With wreaths of ivy that the work of ruin 

Is scarcely visible. How like this is 

To the so false exterior of the world ! 

Outside, all looks so fresh and beautiful ; 

But mildew, rot, and worm, work on beneath, 

Until the heart is utterly decay'd. 

There is one grave distinguish'd from the rest, 

But only by a natural monument : — 

A thousand deep-blue violets have grown 

Over the sod. — I do love violets : 

They tell the history of woman's love ; 

They open with the earliest breath of spring ; 

Lead a sweet life of perfume, dew, and light ; 
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And, if they perish, perish with a sigh 
Delicious as that life. On the hot June 
They shed no perfume : the flowers may remain, 
But the rich breathing of their leaves is past; — 
Like woman, they have lost their loveliest gift. 
When yielding to the fiery hour of passion : 
The violet breath of love is purity. 

On the shore opposite, a tower stands 
In ruins, with a mourning-robe of moss 
Hung on the grey and shatter'd walls, which fling 
A shadow on the waters; it comes o'er 
The waves, all bright with sunshine, like the gloom 
Adversity throws on the heart's young gladness. 

I saw the river on a summer eve : 
The sun was setting over fields of corn, — 
'Twas like a golden sea ; — and on the left 
Were vineyards, whence the grapes shone forth like gems. 
Rubies, and lighted amber ; and thence spread 
A wide heath cover'd with thick furze, whose flowers, 
So bright, are like the pleasures of this world. 
Beautiful in the distance, but, once gain'd, 
Little worth, piercing»through the thorns which grow 
Around them ever. Wilder and more steep 
The banks upon the river's other side : 

Tall pines rose up like warriors; the wild rose ^ 

Was there in all its luxury of bloom. 
Sown by the wind, nursed by the dew and sun : 
And on the steeps were crosses grey and old. 
Which told the fate of some poor traveller. 
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The dells were filled with dwarfed oaks and firs ; 
And on the heights, which master'd all the rest, 
Were castles, tenanted now by the owl, 
The spider's garrison : there is not one 
Without some strange old legend of the days 
When love was life and death, — when lady's glove 
Or sunny curl were banners of the battle. 
My history is of the tower which looks 
Upon the little island. 

Lord Herbert sat him in his hall: the hearth 
Was blazing as it mock'd the storm without 
With its red cheerfulness: the dark hounds lay 
Around the fire ; and the old knight had doff'd 
His hunting-cloak, and listen'd to the lute 
And song of the fair girl who at his knee 
Was seated. In the April hour of life, 
When showers are led by rainbows, and the heart 
Js all bloom and green leaves, was Isabelle : 
A band of pearls, white like the brow o'er which 
They pass'd, kept the bright curls from off the forehead ; 

thence 
They wander'd to her feet — a golden shower. 
She had that changing colour on the cheek 
Which speaks the heart so well; those deep-blue eyes. 
Like summer's darkest sky, but not so glad — 
They were too passionate for happiness. 
Light was within her eyes, bloom on her cheek. 
Her song had raised the spirit of her race 
Upon her eloquent brow. She had just told 
Of the young Roland's deeds, — how he had stood 
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Against a host and conquer d ; when there came 

A pilgrim to the hall — and never yet 

Had stranger ask'd for shelter and in vain ! 

The board was spread, the Rhenish flask was drain'd ; 

Again they gather'd round the hearth, again 

The maiden raised her song; and at its close, — 

" I would give worlds," she said, "to see this chief, 

This gallant Roland ! I could deem him all 

A man must honour and a woman love ! '* 

" Lady ! I pray thee not recall those words. 

For I am Roland ! " From his face he threw 

The hood and pilgrim's cloak, — and a young knight 

Knelt before Isabelle I 

They loved ; — they were beloved. Oh, happiness! 
I have said all that can be said of bliss. 
In saying that they loved. The young heart has 
Such store of wealth in its own fresh wild pulse ; 
And it is love that works the mind, and brings. 
Its treasure to the light. I did love once — 
Loved as youth — woman — genius loves; though now 
My heart is chill'd and sear'd, and taught to wear 
That falsest of false things — a mask of smiles ; 
Yet every pulse throbs at the melnory 
Of that which has been ! Love is like the glass. 
That throws its own rich colour over all. 
And makes all beautiful. The morning looks 
Its very loveliest, when the fresh air 
Has tinged the cheek we love with its glad red ; 
And the hot noon flits by most rapidly, 
"When dearest eyes gaze with us on the page 
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Bearing the poet's words of love : and then 
The twilight walk, when the linked arms can feel 
The beating of the heart ; upon the air 
There is a music never heard but once, — 
A light the eyes can never see again ; 
Each star has its own prophecy of hope, 
And every song and tale that breathe of love 
Seem echoes of the heart. 

And time passed by — 
As time will ever pass, when Love has lent 
His rainbow plumes to aid his flight — and spring 
Had wedded with the summer, when a steed 
Stood at Lord Herbert's gate, — and Isabelle 
Had wept farewell to Roland, and had given 
Her blue scarf for his colours. He was gone 
To raise his vassals, for Lord Herbert's towers 
Were menaced with a siege ; and he had sworn 
By Isabelle's white hand that he would claim 
Its beauty only as a conqueror's prize. 
Autumn was on the woods, when the blue Rhine 
Grew red with blood: — Lord Herbert's banner flies. 
And gallant is the bearing of his ranks. 
But where is he who said that he would ride 
At his right hand to battle ? — Roland ! where — 
Oh ! where is Roland ? 

Isabelle has watch'd 
Day after day, night after night, in vain. 
Till she has wept in hopelessness, and thought 
Upon old histories, and said with them. 
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"There is hope in man's fidelity!" 
IsABELLE stood upon her lonely tower ; 
And, as the evening-star rose up, she saw 
An armed train bearing her father's banner 
In triumph to the castle. Down she flew 
To greet the victors : — they had reach'd the hall 
Before herself. What saw the maiden there ? 
A bier! — her father laid upon that bier! 
Roland was kneeling by the side, his face 
Bow'd on his hands and hid; — but Isabelle 
Knew the dark curling hair and stately form, 
And threw her on his breast. He shrank away 
As she were death, or sickness, or despair. 
** Isabelle ! it was I who slew thy father !" 
She fell almost a corpse upon the body. 
It was too true ! With all a lover's speed, 
BoLAND had sought the thickest of the fight ; 
He gain'd the field just as the crush began ; — 
Unwitting of his colours, he had slain 
The father of his worshipp'd Isabelle ! 

They met once more ; — and Isabelle was changed 
As much as if a lapse of years had past : 
She was so thin, so pale, and her dim eye 
Had wept away its luxury of blue. 
She had cut off her sunny hair, and wore 
A robe of black, with a white crucifix : — 
It told her destiny — her youth was vow'd 
To Heaven. And in the convent of the isle 
That day she was to enter, Roland stood 
Like marble, cold, and pale, and motionless. 
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The heavy sweat upon his brow was all 

His sign of life. At length he snatch'd the scarf 

That IsABELLE had tied around his neck, 

And gave it her, — and pray'd that she would wave 

Its white folds from the lattice of her cell 

At each pale rising of the evening-star, 

That he might know she lived. They parted — Never 

Those lovers met again ! But Roland built 

A tower beside the Rhine, and there he dwelt. 

And every evening saw the white scarf waved, 

And heard the vesper-hjmn of Isabelle 

Float in deep sweetness o'er the silent river. 

One evening, and he did not see the scarf,— 

He watch'd and watch'd in vain ; at length his hope 

Grew desperate, and he pray'd his Isabelle 

Might have forgotten him : — but midnight came. 

And with it came the convent's heavy bell, 

Tolling for a departed soul ; and then 

He knew that Isabelle was dead ! Next day 

They laid her in her grave ; — and the moon rose 

Upon a mourner weeping there : — that tomb 

Was Roland's death-bed ! 
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But the war-storm came on the mountain gale. 

And man's heart beat high, though his cheek was pale. 

For blood and dust lay on the white hair. 

And the maiden wept o'er her last despair ; 

The hearth was cold, and the child was prest 

A corpse to the murdered mother's breast ; 

And fear and guilt, and sorrow and shame. 

Darkened wherever the war>fiend came. 



It Stood beneath a large old chestnut-tree, 

And had stood there for years : — the moonlight fell 

Over the white walls, which the vine had hung 

With its thick leaves and purple fruit : a pair 

Of pigeons, like the snow, were on the roof 

Nestled together ; and a plaining sound 

Came from a fountain murmuring through the wood, 

Less like the voice of sorrow than of love. 

Tall trees were gathered round : — the dark green beech ; 

The sycamore, with scarlet colours on. 

The herald of the autumn ; dwarf rose-trees, 

Cover'd with their last wealth ; the poplar tall, 

A silver spire ; olives with their pale leaves ; 

And some most graceful shrubs, amid whose boughs 

Were golden oranges ; and hollow oaks, 

Where the bees built their honey palaces. 

It was a silent and a lovely place, 
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Where Peace might rest her white wings. But one camfi 

From out the cottage, — not as one who comes 

To gaze upon the beauty of the sky 

And fill his spirit with a calm delight ; 

But with a quick though noiseless step, as one 

Who fears the very echo of that step 

May raise a spectre. When he reach'd the fount. 

He sat down by its side, and tum'd to gaze 

Upon the cottage : from his brow the sweat 

Pour'd down like summer rain ; there came no sound 

From his white lips, but you might hear his heart 

Beating in the deep silence. But at length 

A voice came to his sorrow — " Never — never 

Shall I look on their face again I Farewell ! 

I cannot bear that word's reproach, nor look 

On pale lips breathing blessings which the tears 

Belie in speaking I I have blighted all—- 

All — aU their hopes, and my own happiness!" 

<<Leandro !" said a sweet and gentle voice ; 
And a soft hand press'd on his throbbing brow. 
And tears like twilight dew fell on his cheek. 
He look'd upon the maiden : — 'twas the one 
With whom his first pure love had dwelt, — the one 
Who was the sun and starlight of his youth I 
She stood beside him, lovely as a saint 
Looking down pity upon penitence — 
Perhaps less bright in colour and in eye 
Than the companion of his infancy : — 
But was that cheek less fair because he knew 
That it had lost the beauty of its spring 
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With pas^onate sorrowing for him ? She stood 

One moment gazing on his face, as there 

Her destiny was written ; and then took 

A little crucifix of ebony, 

And placed it in his bosom from her own : — - 

''And this, Leandro ! — this shall be thy guide I 

Thy youth has been a dream of passion ; guilt 

And evil has been round thee : — go thy way I 

The showers of thy youth will clear to summer, [more? 

My prayers be with thee!" — ''Prayers ! — oh! nothing 

Have I then lost thy love — thy precious love ? 

The only green leaf of my heart is wither'd !*' 

She blush'd a deep-red blush ; her eloquent eyes 

Met his almost reproachfully, and her face 

Was the next moment hidden on his bosom. 

But there was happiness even in that farewell. 

Affection and deep confidence, 

Tenderness, hope, — for Love lights Hope — and tears, 

Delicious tears I the heart's own dew. 

They parted. 
Leandbo kept that little cross like life : 
And when beneath the sky of Mexico, — 
When earth and even heaven were strange to him,-— 
The trees, the flowers, were of another growth ; 
The birds wore other plumes ; the very stars 
Were not those he had looked upon in boyhood. 

'Tia something, if in absence we can see 
The footsteps of the past : — it soothes the heart 
To breathe the air scented in other years 
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By lips beloved ; to wander through the groves 
Where once we were not lonely, — where the rose 
Reminds us of the hair we used to wreathe 
With its fresh buds — where every hill and vale, 
And wood and fountain, speak of time gone by ; — 
And Hope springs up in joy from Memory's ashes. 

Leandro felt not these : — that crucifix 
Was all that wore the look of other days — 
'Twas as a dear companion. Parents, home, 
And more than all, Bianca, whose pure reign. 
Troubled by the wild passions of his youth. 
Had now regain'd its former influence, — 
All seem'd to hear the vows he made for her. 
To share his hopes, feel for his deep remorse, 
And bless him, and look forward. 

And at last 
Once more the white sail bore him o'er the sea, 
And he saw Spain again. But war was there — 
And his road lay through ruin'd villages. 
Though cold, the ashes still were red, for blood 
Had quench'd the flames ; and aged men sat down. 
And would not leave the embers, for they said 
They were too old to seek another home. 
Leandro met with one whom he had known 
In other days, and ask'd of his own valley ; — 
It yet was safe, unscathed by the war-storm. 
He knelt down in deep thankfulness ; and then, 
Through death and danger, sought the grove once more. 
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His waj had been through a thick beechen wood ; 
The moon, athwart the boughs, had pour'd her light, 
Like hope, to guide him onwards. 
. One more turn, and he should gaze upon his home ! 
He paused in his heart's overflowing bliss, [dreams — 
And thought how he should wake them from their 
Perchance of him I — of his Bianca's blush ! 
He heard the music of the fountain come — 
A sweet and welcome voice upon the wind — 
He bounded on with the light steps of hope. 
Of youth and happiness. He left the wood. 
And look'd upon — a heap of mingled blood 
And blacken'd ashes wet upon the ground ! 

He was awaken'd from his agony 
By the low accents of a woman's voice ; — 
He look'd, and knew Bianca. She was laid 
Beside the fountain, while her long black hair 
Hung like a veil down to her feet : her eyes. 
So large, so dark, so wild, shone through the gloom, 
Glaring like red insanity. She saw 
Her lover, shriek'd, and strove to fly — 
But fell: — her naked feet were gash'd with wounds. 
" And have I met thee but to see thee die ?" 
Leandbo cried, as he laid the pale face 
Upon his breast, and sobb'd like a young child. 
In vain he dash'd the cold stream on her face, — 
Still she lay like a corpse within his arms. 
At length he thought him of a giant tree, 
Whose hollow trunk, when children, they had oft 
Call'd "home" in playfulness. He bore her there ; 
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And of fresh flowers and the dry leaves he made 
A bed for his pale love. She waked at last, 
But not to consciousness : her wandering ejes 
Fix'd upon him, and yet she knew him not I — 
Fever was on her lip and in her brain. 
And as Leandro watch'd, his heart grew sick 
To hear her rave of outrage, wrongs, and death ; — 
How they were waken'd from their midnight sleep 
By gleaming steel — curses — and flaming roof I 
And then she groan'd, and pray'd herself to die ! 

It was an evening when through the green leaves 
Of the old chestnut shot the golden light 
Of the rich sunset ; into the fresh air 
Leandro bore the maiden he had nurst 
As the young mother nurses her sick child. 
She laid her head upon his heart, and slept 
Her first sweet, quiet sleep : the evening-star 
Gleam'd through the purple twilight when sh^ waked. 
Her memory aroused not to the full — 
Oh, that was mercy I — but she knew her love ; 
And over her pale face a calm smile shone,— 
Fondly though faintly breathed and blest his name ! 
That night the moonlight shone upon Leandro, 
And in his arms — a corpse f ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

He lived in one deep feeling — in revenge : 
With men he mingled not but in the battle ; — 
His mingling there was deadly! When the Gaul 
Was driven from the land which he had spoil'd. 
That dark chief sought Bianca's grave ! — A cross 
Marks the Guerilla and the Maiden's tomb I 
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AN INDIAK TALB. 

r'TasBiTiDiiE" wu Uken tyoiD loiiu (Unt ncollKtioii of ■ tde I hid either 
read or hmrd j (oid meeting with the word " BB^iderB ** mviT jmn ifter^ re- 
celled Lt to m; meauttj u 4 Bubjed exquliltelj poeticAL 1 bAve been ihicfl toLd 
itwaiipoaa atOaHtie'i. TUipoem hu nerer been to mj knowledge trut- 
lated; endf being lEDoroat of tbe Germui luguage, lam unable to nj whetber 
the tftle cfmfoRU to the original or not-] 

There were seventy pillars aronnd the hall. 

Of wreathed gold was each capita). 

And the roof waa fretted with amber and gema, 

Such as light kingly diadems ; 

The floor was marble, white aa the snow 

Ere its pureness ia stain'd by its fall below : 

In the midst play'd a foantain, whose starry showers 

Fell like beams on the radiant flowers, 

Whose colours were gleaming, as every one 

Burnt from the kisses Just caught from the sun; 

And vases sent forth their silvery clouds. 

Like those which the face of the young moon shrouds. 

But sweet as the breath of the twilight hour 

When the dew awakens the rose's power. 

At the end of the hall was a aun>bright throne. 

Rich with every glorious stone; 

And the purple canopy overhead 

Was like tlie shade o'er the dayiiiU shod ; 

And the couch beneath was of buds half blown, 

Hued with the blooms of the rainbow's zone ; 
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And round, like festoons, a vine was roU'd, 

Whose leaf was of emerald, whose fruit was of gold. 

But though graced as for a festival, 

There was something sad in that stately hall : 

There floated the breath of the harp and flute, — 

But the sweetest of every music is mute : 

There are flowers of light, and wspiced perfume, — 

But there wants the sweetest of breath and of bloom 

And the hall is lone, and the hall is drear. 

For the smiling of woman shineth not here. 

With urns of odour o'er him weeping, 
Upon the couch a youth is sleeping: 
His radiant hair is bound with stars, 

Such as shine on the brow of night. 
Filling the dome with diamond rays» 

Only than his own curls less bright. 
And such a brow, and such an eye. 
As fit a young divinity ; 
A brow like twilight's darkening line. 
An eye like morning's first sunshine. 
Now glancing through the veil of dreams 
As sudden light at daybreak streams. 
And richer than the mingled shade 
By gem, and gold, and purple made. 
His orient wings closed o'er his head ; 

Like that bird's, bright with every dye. 
Whose home, as Persian bards have said. 

Is fix'd in scented Araby. 
Some dream is passing o'er him now — 
A sudden flush is on his brow ; 
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And from his lip come murmur'd words, 

Low, but sweet as the light lute chords 

When o'er its strings the night-winds glide 

To woo the roses by its side. 

He, the fair boy-god, whose nest 

Is in the water-lily's breast ; 

He of the many-arfow*d bow, 

Of the joys that come and go 

Like the leaves, and of the sighs 

Like the winds of summer skiQS, 

Blushes like the birds of spring. 

Soon seen and soon vanishing ; 

He of hopes, and he of fears, 

He of smiles, and he of tears — 

Young Camdeo, he has brought 

A sweet dream of colour'd thought. 

One of love and woman's power. 

To Makdalla's sleeping hour. 

Joyless and dark was his jewell'd throne. 
When Mandalla awaken'd and found him alone. 
He drank the perfume that around him swept, 
'T was not sweet as the sigh he drank as he slept ; 
There was music, but where was the voice at whose thrill 
Every pulse in his veins was throbbing still ? 
And dim was the home of his native star 
While the light of woman and love was afar ; 
And lips of the rosebud and violet eyes 
Are the sunniest flowers in Paradise. 
He veil'd the light of his glorious race 
In a mortal's form and a mortal's face. 
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And 'mid earth's loveliest sought for one 

Who might dwell in his hall and share in his throne. 

The loorie brought to his cinnamon nest 
The bee from the midst of its honey quest, 
And open the leaves of the lotus lay 
To welcome the noon of the summer day. 
It was glory, and lights and beauty all, 
When Mandalla closed his wing in Bengal. 
He stood in the midst of a stately square, 
As the waves of the sea roll'd the thousands there ; 
Their gathering was round the gorgeous car 
Where sat in his triumph the Subadar ; 
For his sabre was red with the blood of the slain, 
And his proudest foes were slaves in his chain ; 
And the sound of the trumpet, the sound of his name. 
Rose in shouts from the crowd as onwards he came. 
With gems and gold on each ataghan, 
A thousand warriors led the van. 
Mounted on steeds black as the night. 
But with foam and with stirrup gleaming in light ; 
And another thousand came in their rear. 
On white horses, arm'd with bow and spear. 
With quivers of gold on each shoulder laid. 
And with crimson belt for each crooked blade. 
Then follow'd the foot ranks, — their turbans show'd 
Like flashes of light from a mountain cloud. 
For white were the turbans as winter snow. 
And death-black the foreheads that darkened below ; 
Scarlet and white was each soldier's vest, 
And each bore a lion of gold on his breast. 
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For this was the chosen hand that hore 
The lion standard, — it floated o'er 
Their ranks like morning; at every wave 
Of that purple hanner, the trumpets gave 
A martial salute to the radiant fold 
That hore the lion-king wrought in gold. 
And last the elephant came, whose tower 
Held the lord of this pomp and power : 
And round that chariot of his pride, 

Like chains of white sea-pearls, 
Or hraids enwove of summer-flowers. 

Glided fair dancing-girls ; 
And as the rose-leaves fall to earth. 

Their light feet touch'd the ground,—- 
But for the zone of silver hells 

You had not heard a sound. 
As, scattering flowers o'er the way, 
Whirl'd round the beautiful array. 
Biit there was one who 'mid them shone 
A planet lovely and alone, 
A rose, one flower amid many. 
But still the loveliest of any: 
Though fair her arm as the moonlight, 
Others might raise an arm as white ; 
Though light her feet as music's fall. 
Others might be as musical ; 
But where were such dark eyes as hers ? 

So tender, yet withal so bright. 
As the dark orbs had in their smile 

Mingled the light of day and night 
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And where was that wild grace which shed 

A loveliness o'er every tread, 

A beauty shining through the whole, 

Something which spoke of heart and soul. 

The Almas had passed lightly on. 

The armed ranks, the crowd, were gone. 

Yet gazed Mandalla on the square 

As she he sought still glided there, — 

Oh that fond look, whose eyeballs strain. 

And will not know its look is vain ! 

At length he turn'd, — his silent mood 

Sought that impassion'd solitude, 

The Eden of young hearts, when first 

Love in its loneliness is nurst. 

He sat him by a little fount ; 

A tulip -tree grew by its side, 
A lily with its silver towers 

Floated in silence on the tide ; 
And far round a banana tree 
Extended its green sanctuary ; 
And the long grass, which was his seat. 
With every motion grew more sweet. 
Yielding a more voluptuous scent 
At every blade his pressure bent. 
And there he lingered, till the sky 
Lost somewhat of its brilliancy, 
And crimson shadows roll'd on the west. 
And raised the moon her diamond crest, 
And came a freshness on the trees, 
Harbinger of the evening breeze. 
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When a sweet far sound of song, 
Borne by the breath of flowers along, 
A mingling of the voice and lute, 

Such as the wind-harp, when it makes 
Its pleasant music to the gale 

Which kisses first the chords it breaks. 
He foUow'd where the echo led. 

Till in a cypress-grove he found 
A funeral train that round a grave 

Four'd forth their sorrows' wailing sound ; 
And by the tomb a choir of girls^ 

With measured steps and mournful notes, 
And snow-white robes, while on the air. 

Unbound their wreaths, each dark curl floats, 
Paced round and sang to her who slept 
Calm, while their young eyes o'er her wept. 
And she, that loveliest one, is here. 
The morning's radiant Bayadere : 
A darker light in her dark eyes, — 

For tears are there, — a paler brow 
Changed but to charm the morning's smile. 

Less sparkling, but more touching now. 
And first her sweet lip prest the fiute, 

A nightingale waked by the rose, 
And when that honey breath was mute, 

Was heard her low song's plaintive close. 
Wailing for the young blossom's fall, 
The last, the most beloved of all. 
As died in gushing tears the lay. 
The band of mourners pass'd away : 
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They left their wreaths upon the tomb, 
As fading leaves and long perfume 
Of her were emblems ; and unbound 
Many a cage's gilded round, 
And set the prisoners free, as none 
Were left to love now she was gone. 
And azure wings spread on the air, 

And songs, rejoicing songs, were heard ; 
But, pining as forgotten now, 

Linger'd one soUtary bird : 
A beautiful and pearl-white dove, 
Alone in its remembering love. 
It was a strange and lovely thing 
To mark the drooping of its wing. 
And how into the grave it prest. 
Till soil'd the dark earth-stain its breast ; 
And darker as the night-shades grew. 
Sadder became its wailing coo, 
As if it miss'd the hand that bore, 
As the cool twilight came, its store 
Of seeds and flowers. — There was one 
Who, like that dove, was lingering lone, — 
The Bayadere : her part had been 

Only the hired mourner's part ; 
But she had given what none might buy, — 

The precious sorrow of the heart 
She woo'd the white dove to her breast, 
It sought at once its place of rest : 
Round it she threw her raven hair, — 
It seem'd to love the gentle snare, 
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And its soft beak was raised to sip 

The honej-dew of her red lip. 

Her dark eyes fill'd with tears, to feel 

The gentle creature closer steal 

Into her heart with soft caress, 

As it would thank her tenderness ; 

To her 'twas strange and sweet to be 

Beloved in such fond purity. 

And sigh'd Mandaixa to think that sin 

Could dwell so fair a shrine within. 

** Oh^ grief to think that she is one 

" Who like the breeze is woo'd and won ! 

" Yet sure it were a task for love 

*< To come like dew of the night from above 

** Upon her heart, and wash away, 

^* Like dust from the flowers, its stain of clay, 

'^ And win her back in her tears to heaven 

^* Pure, loved, and humble, and forgiven : 

" Yes I freed from the soil of her earthly thrall, 

<< Her smile shall light up my starry hall !" 



The moonlight is on a little bower. 
With wall and with roof of leaf and of flower, 
Built of that green and holy tree 
Which heeds not how rude the storm may be. 
Like a bridal canopy overhead 
The jasmines their slender wreathings spread^ 
One with stars as ivory white, 
The other with clusters of amber light ; 
Rose-trees four grew by the wall. 
Beautiful each, but different all : 
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One with that pure but crimson flush 

That marks the maiden's first love-blush ; 

By its side grew another one, 

Pale as the snow of the funeral stone ; 

The next was rich with the damask dye 

Of a monarch's purple drapery ; 

And the last had leaves like those leaves of gold 

Work'd on that drapery's royal fold. 

And there were four vases, with blossoms fiU'd, 

Like censers of incense, their fragrance distill'd ; 

Lilies, heap'd like the pearls of the sea, 

Peep'd from their large leaves' security; 

Hyacinths with their graceful bells. 

Where the spirit of odour dwells 

Like the spirit of music in ocean shells ; 

And tulips, with every colour that shines 

In the radiant gems of Serendib-s mines; 

One tulip was found in every wreath. 

That one most scorch'd by the summer's breath, 

Whose passionate leaves with their ruby glow 

Hide the heart that lies burning and black below. 

And there, beneath the fiower'd shade 

By a pink acacia made, 

Mandalla lay, and by his side, 

With eye, and breath, and blush that vied 

With the star and with the flower 

In their own and loveliest hour, 

Was that fair Bayadere, the dove 

Yet nestling in her long black hair : 
She has now more than that to love, 

And the loved one sat by her there. 
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And bj the sweet acacia porch 

They drank the softness of the breeze.— 
Oh more than lovely are love's dreams, 

'Mid lights and blooms and airs like these ! 
And sometimes she would leave his side, 
And like a spirit round him glide : 
A light shawl now wreathed round her brow, 
Now waving from her hand of snow, 
Now zoned around her graceful waist. 
And now like fetters round her placed ; 
And then, flung suddenly aside, 
Her many curls, instead, unbound, 
Waved in fantastic braids, till, loosed, 
Her long dark tresses swept the ground : 
Then, changing from the soft slow step. 

Her white feet bounded on the wind 
Like gleaming silver, and her hair 

Like a dark banner swept behind ; 
Or with her sweet voice, sweet like a bird's 

When it pours forth its first song in spring, 
The one like an echo to the other. 

She answer'd the sigh of her soft lute-string 
And with eyes that darken'd in gentlest tears. 

Like the dewy light in the dark-eyed dove. 
Would she sing those sorrowing songs that breathe 

Some history of unhappy love. 
'< Yes, thou art mine !" Mandalla said, — 

*' I have lighted up love in thy youthful heart ; 
'^ I taught thee its tenderness, now I must teach 

'* Its faith, its grief, and its gloomier part ; 
VOL. n. N 
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" And then, from thy earth-stains purified, 

" In my star and my hall shalt thou reign my bride.** 

It was an evening soft and fair. 

As surely those in Eden are, 

When, bearing spoils of leaf and flower. 

Entered the Bayadere her bower : 

Her love lay sleeping, as she thought. 

And playfully a bunch she caught 

Of azure hyacinth bells, and o*er 
His face she let the blossoms fall : 

" Why I am jealous of thy dreams, 
" Awaken at thy Aza*8 call.*' 

No answer came from him whose tone 

Had been the echo of her own. 
She spoke again, — no words came forth; 

She clasp'd his hand, — she raised his head, — 
One wild, loud scream, she sank beside. 

As pale^ as cold, almost as dead ! 

By the Granges raised, for the morning sun 
To shed his earliest beams upon. 
Is a funeral pile, — around it stand 
Priests and the hired mourners' band. 
But who is she that so wildly prays 
To share the couch and light the blaze ? 
• Mandalla's love, while scornful eye 
And chilling jeers mock h^r agony : 
An Alma girl ! oh shame, deep shame, 
To Brahma's race and Brahma's name ! 
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Unmark'd, unpitied, she turn'd aside, 
For a moment her bursting tears to hide. 
None thought of the Bayadere, till the £re 
Blazed redly and fiercely the funeral pyre ; 
Then like a thought she darted by, 
And sprang on the burning pile to die ! 

" Now thou art mine ! away, away 
" To my own bright star, to my home of day !" 
A dear voice sigh'd, as he bore her along 
Gently as spring breezes bear the song, 
" Thy love and thy faith have won for thee 
" The breath of immortality. 
'< Maid of earth, Mandalla is free to call 
** AzA the queen of his heart and hall!" 
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ST. GEORGE'S HOSPITAL, 

HYDE-PARK CORNER. 



These are familiar things, and yet how few 
Think of this misery I — 



I LEFT the crowded street and the fresh day, 

And enter'd the dark dwelling, where Death was 

A daily visitant, — where sickness shed 

Its weary languor o'er each fever'd couch. 

There was a sickly lights whose glimmer show'd 

Many a shape of misery : there lay 

The victims of disease, writhing with pain ; 

And low faint groans, and breathings short and deep, 

Each gasp a heartfelt agony, were all 

That broke the stillness. — There was one, whose brow 

Dark with hot climates, and gashed o'er with scars, 

Told of the toiling march, the battle-rush. 

Where sabres flash' d, the red shots flew, and not 

One ball or blow but did Destruction's work : 

But then his heart was high, and his pulse beat 

Proudly and fearlessly : — now he was worn 

With many a long day's suffering, — and death's 

A fearful thing when we must count its steps ! 

And was this> then, the end of those sweet dreams 

Of home, of happiness, of quiet years 

Spent in the little valley which had been 
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So long his land of promise ? Farewell all 

Gentle remembrances and cherish'd hopes ! 

His race was run, but its goal was the grave. ^ 

I look'd upon another, wasted, pale, 

With eyes all heavy in the sleep of death ; 

Yet she was lovely still, — the cold damps hung 

Upon a brow like marble, and her eyes. 

Though dim, had yet their beautiful blue tinge. 

Neglected as it was, her long fair hair 

Was like the plumage of the dove, and spread 

Its waving curls like gold upon her pillow ; 

Her face was a sweet ruin. She had loved, 

Trusted, and been betray'd ! In other days, 

Had but her cheek look*d pale, how tenderly 

Fond hearts had watch'd it ! They were far away, — 

She was a stranger in her loneliness. 

And sinking to the grave of that worst ill, 

A broken heart — And there was one whose cheek 

Was flush'd with fever-— 'twas a face that seem'd 

Familiar to my memory, — 'twas one 

Whom I had loved in youth. In days long past, 

How many glorious structures we had raised 

Upon Hope's sandy basis ! Grenius gave 

To him its golden treasures : he could pour 

His own impassioned soul upon the lyre ; 

Or, with a painter's skill, create such shapes 

Of loveliness, they were more like the hues 

Of the rich evening shadows, than the work 

Of human touch. But he was wayward, wild ; 

And hopes that in his heart's warm summer clime 

Flourish'd, were quickly wither'd in the cold 

N 3 
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And dull realities of life ; ... he was 
Too proud, too visionary, for this world ; 
And feelings which, like waters unconfined. 
Had carried with them freshness and green beauty. 
Thrown back upon themselves, spread desolation 
On their own banks. He was a sacrifice, 
And sank beneath neglect ; his glowing thoughts 
Were fires that prey'd upon himself. Perhaps, 
For he has left some high memorials. Fame 
Will pour its sunlight o'er the picture, when 
The artist's hand is mouldering in the dust, 
And fiing the laurel o'er a harp whose chords 
Are dumb for ever. But his eyes he raised 
Mutely to mine — he knew my voice again. 
And every vision of his boyhood rush'd 
Over his soul ; his lip was deadly pale. 
But pride was yet upon its haughty curve ; . . 
He raised one hand contemptuously, and seem'd 
As he would bid me mark his fallen state. 
And that it was unheeded. So he died 
Without one struggle, and his brow in death 
Wore its pale marble look of cold defiance. 
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Alas, for the bright promise of our youth I 
How soon the golden chords of hope are broken, 
How soon we find that dreams we trusted most 
Are very shadows 1 



'TwAS a sweet summer morn, — the lark had just 
Sprung from the clover bower around her nest, 
And pour'd her blithe song to the clouds : the sun 
Shed his first crimson o'er the dark grey walls 
Of the old church, and stain'd the sparkling panes 
Of ivy-cover*d windows. The damp grass, 
That waved in wild luxuriance round the graves. 
Was white with dew, but early steps had been 
And left a fresh green trace round yonder tomb : 
'Twas a plain stone, but graven with a name 
That many stopp'd to read — a soldier's name — 
And two were kneeling by it, one who had 
Been weeping; she was widow to the brave 
Upon whose quiet bed her tears were falling. 
From off her cheek the rose of youth had fied, 
But beauty still was there, that soften'd grief, 
Whose bitterness is gone, but which was felt 
Too deeply for forgetfulness ; her look. 
Fraught with high feelings and intelligence. 
And such as might beseem the Roman dame 
Whose children died for liberty, was made 

N 4 
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More soft and touching by the patient smile 

Which piety had given the unearthly brow, 

Which Guido draws when he would form a saint 

Whose hopes are fix'd on Heaven, but who has yet 

Some earthly feelings binding them to life. 

Her arm was leant upon a graceful youth, 

The hope, the comfort, of her widowhood ; 

He was departing from her, and she led 

The youthful soldier to his father's tomb — 

As in the visible presence of the dead 

She gave her farewell blessing ; and her voice 

Lost its so tremulous accents as she bade 

Her child tread in that father's steps, and told 

How brave, how honour'd, he had been. But when 

She did entreat him to remember all 

Her hopes were centred in him, that he was ' 

The stay of her declining years, that he 

Might be the happiness of her old age, 

Or bring her down with sorrow to the grave. 

Her words grew inarticulate, and sobs 

Alone found utterance; and he, whose cheek 

Was flush'd with eagerness, whose ardent eye 

Grave animated promise of the fame 

That would be his, whose ear already rang 

With the loud trumpet's war-song, felt these dreams j 

Fade for a moment, and almost renounced * ' 

The fields he panted for, since they must cost ' 

Such tears as these. The churchyard left, they pass'd 

Down by a hawthorn hedge, where the sweet May 

Had shower'd its white luxuriance, intermix'd 

With crimson clusters of the wilding rose, 
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And linked with honeysuckle. O'er the path 

Many an ancient oak and stately ehn 

Spread its green canopy. How £dwabd'8 eye 

Lingered on each familiar sight, as if 

Even to things inanimate he would bid 

A last farewell ! They reach'd the cottage gate : 

His horse stood ready ; many, too^ were there, 

Who came to say good-by, and kindly wish 

To the young soldier health and happiness. 

It is a sweet, albeit most painful, feeling 

To know we are regretted. " Farewell " said 

And oft repeated, one last wild en^race 

Given to his pale mother, who stood there. 

Her cold hands press'd upon a brow as cold, 

In all the bursting heart's full agony — 

One last, last kiss,— he sprang upon his horse, 

And urged his utmost speed with spur and rein. 

He is past . . • out of sight. • • . 

The muffled drum is rolling, and the low 
Notes of the death-march float upon the wind. 
And stately steps are pacing round that square 
With slow and measured tread; but every brow 
Is darkened with emotion, and stern eyes. 
That look'd unshrinking on the face of death, 
When met in battle, are now moist with tears. 
The silent ring is form'd, and in the midst 
Stands the deserter I Can this be the same. 
The young, the gallant Edward ? and are these 
The laurels promised in his early dreams? 
Those fetter'd hands, this doom of open shame ? 
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Alas ! for young and passionate spirits ! Soon 

False lights will dazzle. He had madly join'd 

The rebel banner ! Oh 'twas pride to link 

His fate with Eeik's patriot few, to fight 

For liberty or the grave ! But he was now 

A prisoner ; yet there he stood, as firm 

As though his feet were not upon the tomb : 

His cheek was pale as marble, and as cold ; 

But his lip trembled not, and his dark eyes 

Glanced proudly round. But when they bared his breast 

For the death^shot, and took a portiiait thence. 

He clench'd his hands, and gasp'd, and one deep sob 

Of agony burst from him ; and he hid 

His face awhile — his mother's look was there. 

He could not steel his soul when he recall'd 

The bitterness of her despair. It pass'd — 

That moment of wild anguish ; he knelt down ; 

That sunbeam shed its glory over one. 

Young, proud, and brave, nerved in deep energy ; 

The next fell over cold and bloody clay. . . . 

There is a. deep-voiced sound from yonder vale, 
Which ill accords with the sweet music made 
By the light birds nestling by those green elms ; 
And, a strange contrast to the blossom'd thorns, 
Dark plumes are waving, and a silent hearse 
Is winding through that lane. They told it bore 
A widow, who died of a broken heart : 
Her child, her soul's last treasure, — he had been 
Shot for desertion ! 
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" There Ik no home like the home of our infancy, no remembrances' like those 
of our youth ; the old trees whose topmost boughs we have climbed, the hedge 
containing that prize a bird's nest, the &iry tale we heard by the fireside, are 
things of deep and serious interest in maturity. The heart, crushed or hardened 
by its intercourse with the world, turns with affectionate delight to its early 
dreams. How I pity those whose childhood has been unhappy I — to them one of 
the sweetest springs of feeling has been utterly denied, the most green and beau- 
tiftil part of life laid waste. But to those whose spring has been what spring 
should ever be, fresh, buoyant, and gladsome, whose cup has not been poisoned 
at the first draught, how delicious is recollection ! they truly know the pleasures 
of memory." 



There is not 
A valley of more quiet happiness, 
Bosom*d in greener trees, or with a river 
Clearer than thine, Gladesmuib ! There are huge hills 
Like barriers by thy side, where the tall pine 
Stands stately as a warrior in his prime, 
Mix'd with low gnarled oaks, whose yellow leaves 
Are bound with ruby tendrils, emerald shoots, 
And the wild blossoms of the honeysuckle ; 
And even more impervious grows the brier, 
Cover'd with thorns and roses, mingled like 
Pleasures and pains, but shedding richly forth 
Its fragrance on the air ; and by its side 
The wilding broom as sweet, which gracefully 
Flings its long tresses like a maiden's hair 
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Waving in yellow beauty. The red deer 
Crouches in safety in its secret lair ; 
The sapphire, bird's-eye, and blue violets, 
Mix with white daisies in the grass beneath ; 
And in the boughs above the woodlark builds, 
And makes sweet music to the morning ; while 
All day the stock-dove's melancholy notes 
Wail plaintively — the only sounds beside 
The hum of the wild bees around some trunk 
Of an old moss-clad oak, in which is rear'd 
Their honey palace. Where the forest ends. 
Stretches a wide brown heath, till the blue sky 
Becomes its boundary ; there the only growth 
Are straggling thickets of the white-flower'd thorn 
And yellow furze : beyond are the grass-fields. 
And of yot fresher verdure the young wheat ; — 
These border round the village. The bright river 
Bounds like an arrow by, buoyant as youth 
Rejoicing in its strength. On the left side, 
Half hidden by the aged trees that time 
Has spared as honouring their sanctity, 
The old grey church is seen : its mossy walls 
And ivy-cover'd windows tell how long 
It has been sacred. There is a lone path 
Winding beside yon hill: no neighboring height 
Commands so wide a view ; the ancient spire, 
The cottages, their gardens, and the heath, 
Spread far beyond, are in the prospect seen 
By glimpses as the greenwood screen gives way. 
One is now tracing it, who gazes round 
As each look were his last. The anxious gasp 
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That drinks the air as every breath brought health ; 

The hurried step, yet lingering at times, 

As fearful all it felt were but a dream-— 

How much they tell of deep and inward feeling I 

That stranger is worn down with toil and pain. 

His sinewy frame is wasted, and his brow 

Is darkened with long suffering ; yet he is 

Oh more than happy ! — ^'he has reach'd his home, 

And Ronald is a wanderer no more. 

How often, in that fair romantic land 

Where he had been a soldier, he had turn'd 

From the rich groves of Spaik, to think upon 

The oak and pine ; turn'd from the spicy air, 

To sicken for his own fresh mountain breeze ; 

And loved the night, for then familiar things. 

The moon and stars, were visible, and looked 

As they had always done, and shed sweet tears 

To think that he might see them shine agun 

Over his own Gladesmitib ! That silver moon. 

In all her perfect beauty, is now rising ; 

The purple billows of the west have yet 

A shadowy glory ; all beside is calm. 

And tender and serene — a quiet light. 

Which suited well the melancholy joy 

Of Ronald's heart. At every step the light 

Flay'd o'er some old remembrance ; now the ray 

Dimpled the crystal river ; now the church 

Had all its windows glittering from beneath 

The curtaining ivy. Near and more near he drew — 

His heart beat quick, for the next step will be 

Upon his father's threshold ! But he paused — 
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He heard a sweet and sacred sound — they join'd 

In the accustom'd psalm, and then they said 

The words of God, and, last of all, a prayer 

More solemn, and more touching. He could hear 

Low sobs as it was utter'd. They did pray 

His safety, his return, his happiness ; 

And ere they ended he was in their arms ! 

The wind rose up, and o'er the calm blue sky 

The tempest gathered, and the heavy rain 

Beat on the casement ; but they press'd them round 

The blazing hearth, and sat while Ronald spoke 

Of the fierce battle ; and all answered him 

With wonder, and with telling how they wept 

During his absence, how they number'd o'er 

The days for his return. Thrice hallow tl shrine 

Of the heart's intercourse, our own fireside ! 

I do remember in my early youth 

I parted from its circle ; how I pined 

With happy recollections — they to me 

Were sickness and deep sorrow : how I thought 

Of the strange tale, the laugh, the gentle smile 

Breathing of love,*that wiled the night away. 

The hour of absence past, I was again 

With those who loved me. What a beauty dwelt 

In each accustom'd face I what music hung 

On each familiar voice I We circled in 

Our meeting ring of happiness. If e'er 

This life has bliss, I knew and felt it then I 

But there was one Ronald rem&mber'd not» 
Yet 'twas a creature beautiful as Hope, 
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With eyes blue as the harebell when the dew 

Sparkles upon its azure leaves ; a cheek 

Fresh as a mountain-rose, but delicate 

As rainbow colours, and as changeful too. 

" The orphan Ellen, have you then forgot 

" Your laughing playmate ? *' Ronald would have 

clasp'd 
The maiden to his heart, but she shrank back : 
A crimson blush and tearful lids belied 
Her light tone, as she bade him not forget 
So soon his former friends. But the next mom 
Were other tears than those sweet ones that come 
Of the full heart's o'erflowings. He was given. 
The loved, the wanderer, to th^ir prayers at last ; 
But he was now so changed, there was no trace 
Left of his former self; the glow of health, 
Of youth, was gone, and in his sallow cheek 
And faded eye deca^ sat visible ; — 
All felt that he was sinking to the grave. 
He wander'd like a ghost around ; would lean. 
For hours, and watch the river; or would lie 
Beneath some aged tree, and hear the birds 
Singing so cheerfully ; and with faint step 
Would sometimes try the mountain side. He loved 
To look upon^the setting sun, and mark 
The twilight's dim approach. He said he was 
Most happy that all through his life one wish 
Had stiU been present to his soul — the wish 
That he might breathe his native air again ; — 
That prayer was granted, for he died at home. 
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One wept for him when other eyes were dry, 
Treasured his name in silence and in tears, 
Till her young heart's impassion'd solitude 
Was fill'd but with his image. She had soothed 
And watch'd his few last hours — but he was gone ! 
The grave to her was now the goal of hope I 
She pass'd, but gently as the rose-leaves fall 
Scatter d by the spring gales. Two months had fled 
Since Ronald died ; they threw the summer flowers 
Upon his sod, and ere those leaves were tinged 
With autumn's yellow colours, they were twined 
For the poor Ellen's death- wreaths ! . • . 
They made her grave by Bonald's. 



THE HINSTBGL OF PORTUGAL. 193 



THE MINSTREL OF PORTUGAL. 

Their path bad been a troubled one, each step 
Had trod *inid thomi and springs of bitterness ; 
But they had fled away firom the cold world, 
And found, in a fair valley, solitude 
And happiness in themselves. They oft would rove 
Through the dark forests when the golden light 
Of evening was upon the oak, or catch 
The first wild breath of morning on the hill. 
And in the hot noon seek some greenwood shade, 
Fiird with the music of the birds, the leaves. 
Or the descending waters' distant song. 
And that young maid«i hung delightedly 
Upon her minstrel lover's words, when he 
Breathed some old melancholy verse, or told 
Love's ever-varying histories ; and her smile 
Thank'd him so tenderly, that he forgot. 
Or thought of but to scorn, the flatteries 
He was so proud of once. I need not say 
How happy his sweet mintress was. — Oh, all 
Know love is woman's happiness I 

Come, love ! we'll rest us from our wanderings : 

The violets are fresh among the moss, 

The dew is not yet on their purple leaves, 

Warm with the sun's last kiss — sit here, dear love I 

This chestnut be our canopy. Look up 

Towards the beautiful heaven ; the fair moon 

Is shining timidly, like a young queen 

Who fears to claim her full authority : 

The stars shine in her presence ; o'er the sky 

A few light clouds are wandering, like the fears 

That even happy love must know ; the air 

Is full of perfume, and most musical. 

Although no othq;r sounds are on the gale 

VOL. IL o 
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Than the soft falling of the mountain rill, 

Or waving of the leaves. 'Tis just the time 

For legend of romance, and, dearest ! now 

I have one framed fpr thee : it is of love. 

Most perfect love, and of a faithful heart 

That was a sacrifice upon the shrine 

Itself had rear'd I I will begin it now, 

Like an old tale : — There was a princess once, 

More beautiful than spring, when the warm look 

Of summer calls the blush upon her cheek, 

The matchless Isabel of Portugal. 

She moved in beauty, and where'er she went 

Some heart did homage to her loveliness. 

But there was one — a youth of lowly birth — 

Who worshipp'd her ! I have heard many say 

Love lives on hope; they knew not what they said : 

Hope is Love's happiness, but not its life ; — 

How many hearts have nourish'd a vain flame 

In silence and in secret, though they knew 

They fed the scorching fire that would consume them ! 

Young Juan loved in veriest hopelessness ! — 

He saw the lady once at matin time, — 

Saw her when bent in meek humility 

Before the altar ; she was then unveil'd. 

And Juan gazed upon the face which was 

Thenceforth the world to him ! Awhile he look'd 

Upon the white hands clasp*d gracefully ; 

The rose-bud lips, moving in silent prayer ; 

The raven hair, that hung as a dark cloud 

On the white brow of morning ! She arose. 

And as she moved, her slender figure waved 
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Like the light cjpress, when the breeze of spring 

Wakes music in its boughs. As Juan knelt 

It chanced her eyes met his, and all his soul 

Madden'd in that slight glance ! She left the place ; 

Yet still her shape seem'd visible, and still 

He felt the light through the long eyelash steal 

And melt within his heart ! • . . . 

From that time life was one impassion'd dream : 

He linger'd on the spot which she had made 

So sacred by her presence, and he thought 

It happiness to only breathe the air 

Her sigh had perfumed — but to press the floor 

Her faery step had hallow'd. He renounced 

All projects of ambition, joy*d no more 

In pleasures of his age, but, like a ghost, 

Confined to one peculiar spot, he stray'd 

Where first he saw the princess ; and the court 

Through which she pass'd to matins, now became 

To him a home ; and either he recalled 

Fondly her every look, or else embalm'd 

Her name in wild, sweet song 

His love grew blazed abroad— *a poet's love 
Is immortality ! The heart whose beat 
Is echo'd by the lyre, will have its griefs. 
Its tenderness, remember'd, when each pulse 
Has long been cold and still. Some pitied him, 
And others marvell'd, half in mockery ; 
They little knew what pride love ever has 
In self-devotedness. The princess heard 
Of her pale lover ; but none ever knew 
Her secret thoughts : she heard it silently. 

O 2 
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It could not be but woman's heart must feel 

Such fond and faithful homage I — But some deem'd 

Even such timid worship was not meet 

For royalty. They bade the youth depart^ 

And the king sent him gold ; he tum'd away, 

And would not look upon the glittering treasure — 

And then they banished him I He heard them say 

He was an exile with a ghastly smile, 

And murmur'dnot — but rose and left the city. 

He went on silently, until he came 

To where a little hill rose, cover'd o'er 

With lemon shrubs and golden oranges : 

The windows of the palace where she dwelt — 

His so loved Isabel — o'erlook'd the place. 

There was some gorgeous fste there, for the light 

Stream'd through the lattices, and a far sound 

Of lute, and dance, and song, came echoing. 

The wanderer hid his face ; but from his brow 

His hands fdil powerless ! Some gather'd round 

And raised him from the ground : his eyes were dosed, 

His lip and cheek were colourless ; — they told 

His heart was broken I . • • • 

His princess never knew an earthly love : 
She vow'd herself to Heaven, and she died young. 
The evening of her death, a strange, sweet sound 
Of music came, delicious as a dream : 
With that her spirit parted from this earth. 
Many remember'd that it was the hour 
Her humble lover perish'd I 
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Love I summer flower, how soon thoa art decay'd ! 
Opening amid a paradise of sweets, 
Dying with wither'd leaves and canker'd stem 1 
The very memory of thy happiness 
Departed with thy beauty ; breath and bloom 
Gone, and the trusting heart which thou hadst made 
So green, so lovely, for thy dwelling-place. 
Left but a desolation. 



'TwAS one of those sweet spots which seem just made 
For lovers* meeting, or for minstrel haunt ; 
The maiden's blush would look so beautiful 
By those white roses, and the poet's dream 
Would be so soothing, lull'd by the low notes 
The birds sing to the leaves, whose soft reply 
Is murmured by the wind : the grass beneath 
Is full of wild flowers, and the cypress boughs 
Have twined o'er head, graceful and close as love. 
The sun is shining cheerfully ; though scarce 
His rays may pierce through the dim shade, yet still 
Some golden hues are glancing o'er the trees, 
And the blue flood is gliding by, as bright 
As Hope's first smile. All, lingering, stay'd to gaze 
Upon this Eden of the painter's art, 
And, looking on its loveliness, forgot 
The crowded world around them ! — But a spell 
Stronger than the green landscape flx'd the eye— 
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The spell of woman's beauty! — By a beech 
Whose long dark shadow fell upon the stream, 
There stood a radiant girl ! — her chestnut hair — 
One bright gold tint was on it — loosely fell 
, In large rich curls upon a neck whose snow 
And grace were like the swan's ; she wore the garb 
Of her own village, and her small white feet 
And slender ancles, delicate as carved 
From Indian ivory, were bare, — the turf 
Seem'd scarce to feel their pressure. There she stood ! 
Her head leant on her arm, the beech's trunk 
Supporting her slight figure, and one hand 
Prest to her heart, as if to still its throbs ! — 
Ye never might forget that face, — so young, 
So fair, yet traced with such deep characters 
Of inward wretchedness I The eyes were dim 
With tears on the dark lashes ; still the lip 
Could not quite lose its own accustom'd smile, 
Even by that pale cheek it kept its arch 
And tender playfulness : you look'd and said, 
What can have shadow'd such a sunny brow ? 
There is so much of natural happiness 
In that bright countenance, it seems but form'd 
For spring's light sunbeams, or yet lighter dews. 
You tum'd away — then came — and look'd again, 
Watching the pale and silent loveliness. 
Till even sleep was haunted by that image. 
There was a sever'd chain upon the ground — 
Ah ! love is even more fragile than its gifts ! 
A tress of raven hair : — oh ! only those 
Whose souls have felt this one idolatry. 



AND HENRI QUATRE. 199 

Can tell how precious is the slightest thing 
Affection gives and hallows ! A dead flower 
Will long be kept, remembrancer of looks 
That made each leaf a treasure. And the tree 
Had two slight words graven upon its stem — 
The broken heart*s last record of its faith — 
"Adieu, Henri 1" • . . . 
. . • I learnt the history of the lovely picture : 
It was a peasant girl's, whose soul was given 
To one as far above her as the pine 
Towers o'er the lowly violet : yet still 
She loved, and was beloved again — ere yet 
The many trammels of the world were flung 
Around a heart whose first and latest pulse 
Throbb'd but for beauty : him, the young, the brave. 
Chivalrous prince, whose name in after-years 
A nation was to worship — that young heart 
Beat with its first wild passion — that pure feeling 
Life only once may know. I will not dwell 
On how Afiection's bark was launched and lost : — 
Love, thou hast hopes like summers short and bright. 
Moments of ecstasy, and maddening dreams. 
Intense, delicious throbs ! But happiness 
Is net for thee. If ever thou hast known 
Quiet, yet deep, enjoyment, 'tis or ere 
Thy presence is confess'd ; but, once reveal'd. 
We bow us down in passionate devotion 
Vow'd to thy altar, then the serpents wake 
That coil around thy votaries-^ hopes that make 
Fears burning arrows— Hngering jealousy. 
And last, worst poison of thy cup — neglect! . . . 
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. . . It matters little bow she was forgotten, 
Or what she felt — a woman can but weep. \ 
She pray'd her lover but to say farewell — 
To meet her by the river where such hours 
Of happiness had pass'd, and said she linew 
How much she was beneath him ; but she pray'd 
That he would look upon her face once more ! 
. . . He sought the spot — upon the beechen tree 
<^ Adieu, Henri ! " was graven, and his heart 
Felt cold within him ! He turn'd to the wave. 
And there the beautiful peasant floated — Death 
Had seaVd Love's sacrifice ! 
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Oh I gloriously upon the deep 

The gallant vessel rides, 
And she is mistress of the winds. 

And mistress of the tides. 

And never but for her tall ships 

Had England been so proud ; 
Or before the might of the Island Queen 

The kings of the earth had bow'd. 

But, alas I for the widow and orphan's tear. 
When the death-flag sweeps the wave ; 

Alas I that the laurel of victory 
Must grow but upon the grave ! 



An aged widow with one only child, 
And even he was far awaj at sea : 
Narrow and mean the street wherein she dwelt. 
And low and small the room ; but still it had 
A look of comfort ; on the white-wash'd walls 
Were ranged her manj ocean-treasures — shells, 
Some like the snow, and some pink, with a blush 
Caught from the sunset on the waters, — plumes 
From the bright pinions of the Indian birds, — 
Long dark sea- weeds, and black and crimson berries, 
Were treasured with the treasuring of the heart. 
Her sailor brought them, when from his first voyage 
He came so sunburnt and so tall, she scarce 
Knew her fair stripling in that manlj youth. 
Like a memorial of far better days, 
The large old Bible, with its silver clasps. 
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Lay on the table ; and a fragrant air 

Came from the window : there stood a rose-tree — 

Lonely, but of luxuriant growth, and rich 

With thousand buds and beautifully blown flowers : 

It was a slip from that which grew beside 

The cottage, once her own, which ever drew 

Praise from each passer down the shadowy lane 

Where her home stood — the home where yet she thought 

To end her days in peace : that was the hope 

That made life pleasant, and it had been fed 

By the so ardent spirits of her boy. 

Who said that God would bless the efforts made 

For his old mother. — Like a holiday 

Each Sunday came, for then her patient way 

She took to the white church of her own village, 

A long five miles ; and many marvell'd, one 

So aged, so feeble, still should seek that church. 

They knew not how delicious the fresh air. 

How fair the green leaves and the fields, how glad 

The sunshine of the country, to the eyes 

That look'd so seldom on them. She would sit 

Long after service on a grave, and watch 

The cattle as they grazed, the yellow com, 

The lane where yet her home might be ; and then 

Return with lightened heart to her dull street, 

Befresh'd with hope and pleasant memories, — 

Listen with anxious ear to the conch shell, 

Wherein they say the rolling of the sea 

Is heard distinct^ — pray for her absent child, 

Bless him, then dream of him. • . . 
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A shout awoke the sleeping town, the night 
Bang with the fleet's return and victory ! 
Men that were slumbering quietly rose up 
And join'd the shout : the windows gleam'd with lights, 
The bells rang forth rejoicingly, the paths 
Were fiU'd with people : even the lone street. 
Where the poor widow dwelt, was roused^ and sleep 
Was thought upon no more that night. Next day — 
A bright and sunny day it was — high flags 
Waved from each steeple, and green boughs were hung 
In the gay market-place ; music was heard. 
Bands that struck up in triumph ; and the sea 
Was cover'd with proud vessels ; and the boats 
Went to and fro the shore, and waving handd 
Beckon'd from crowded decks to the glad strand 
Where the wife waited for her husband, — maids 
Threw the bright curls back from their glistening eyes 
And look'd their best, and as the splashing oar 
Brought dear ones to the land, how every voice 
Grew musical with happiness ! And there 
Stood that old widow woman with the rest. 
Watching the ship wherein had sail'd her son. 
A boat came from that vessel, — heavily 
It toU'd upon the waters, and the oars 
Were dipp'd in slowly. As it near'd the beach, 
A moaning sound came from it, and a groan 
Burst from the lips of all the anxious there. 
When they look'd on each ghastly countenance ; 
For that lone boat was flU'd with wounded men, 
Bearing them to the hospital, — and then 
That aged woman saw her son. She pray'd. 
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And gain'd her prayer, that she might be his nurse. 

And take him home. He lived for many days. 

It soothed him so to hear his mother's voice, 

To breathe the fragrant air sent from the roses — 

The roses that were gather'd one by one 

For him by his fond parent nurse ; the last 

Was placed upon his pillow, and that night. 

That very night, he died ! And he was laid 

In the same church-yard where his father lay, 

Through which his mother as a bride had passed. 

The grave was closed ; but still the widow sat 

Upon a sod beside, and silently 

(Hers was.not grief that words had comfort for) 

The funeral train pass'd on, and she was left 

Alone amid the tombs ; but once she look'd 

Towards the shadowy lane, then turn'd again, 

As desolate and sick at heart, to where 

Her help, her hope, her child, lay dead together ! 

She went home to her lonely room. Next morn 

Some enter'd it, and there she sat. 

Her white hair hanging o'er the wither'd hands 

On which her pale face leant ; the Bible lay 

Open beside, but blister'd were the leaves 

With two or three large tears, which had dried in. 

Ob, happy she had not survived her child I 

And many pitied her, for she had spent 

Her little savings, and she had no friends ; 

But strangers made her grave in that church-yard. 

And where her sailor slept^ there slept his mother ! 
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Mine home is but a blacken'd heap 

In the midst of a lonesome wild. 
And the owl and the bat may their night-watch keep. 

Where human faces smiled. 

I rock'd the cradle of seren fSsir sons. 

And I work*d for their Infancy ; 
But, when like a child in mine own old age. 

There are none to work for me I 



Neteb I I will not know another home. 

Ten summers have past on, with their blue skies, 

Green leaves, and singing birds, and sun-kiss'd frnit, 

Since here I first took up m j last abode, — 

And here mj bones shall rest. You say it is 

A home for beasts, and not for humankind. 

This bleak shed and bare rock, and that the vale 

Below is beautiful. I know the time 

When it look'd very beautiful to me I 

Do you see that bare spot, where one old oak 

Stands black and leafless, as if scorch'd by fire, 

While round it the ground seems as if a curse 

Were laid upon the soil ? Once by that tree, 

Then cover'd with its leaves and acorn crop, 

A little cottage stood : 'twas very small. 

But had an air of health and peace. The roof 

Was every morning vocal with the song 
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Of the rejoicing swallows, whose warm nest 

Was built in safety underneath the thatch ; 

A honeysuckle on the sunny side 

Hung round the lattices its fragrant trumpets. 

Around was a small garden: fruit and herbs 

"Were there in comely plenty : and some flowers, 

Heath from the mountains, and the wilding bush 

Gemm*d with red roses, and white apple blossoms. 

Were food for the two hives, whence all day long 

There came a music like the pleasant sound 

Of lulling waters. And at even-tide 

It was a goodly sight to see around 

Bright eyes, and faces lighted up with health, 

And youth, and happiness ; these were my children. 

That cottage was mine home. • . . 

There came a shadow o'er the land, and men 
Were hunted by their fellow men like beasts, 
And the sweet feelings of humanity 
Were utterly forgotten ; the white head, 
Darken'd with blood and dust, was often laid 
Upon the murder'd infant, for the sword 
Of pride and cruelty was sent to slay 
Those who in age would not forego the faith 
They had grown up in. I was one of these : 
How could I close the Bible I had read 
Beside my dying mother, which had given 
To me and mine such comfort ? But the hand 
Of the oppressor smote us. There were shrieks. 
And naked swords, and faces dark as guilt, 
A rush of feet, a bursting forth of flame. 
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Curses, and crashing boards, and infant words 

Praying for mercy, and then childish screams 

Of fear and pain. There were these the last night 

The white walls of my cottage stood ; they bound 

And flung me down beside the oak, to watch 

How the red fire gather'd, like that of hell. 

There sprang one to the lattice, and leant forth, 

Gapping for the fresh air,— my own fair girl ! 

My only one I The vision haunts me still : 

The white arms raised to Heaven, and the long hair, ' 

Bright as the light beside it, stifT on the head 

Upright, from terror. In th' accursed glare 

"We knew each other ; and I heard a cry 

Half tenderness, half agony, — a crash, — 

The roof fell in, — I saw my child no more ! 

A cloud closed round me, a deep thunder-cloud. 

Half darkness and half fire. At length sense came. 

With a rememb'ring, like that which a dream 

Leaves, of vague horrors ; but the heavy chain. 

The loathsome straw which was mine only bed. 

The sickly light through the dim bars, the damp, 

The silence, were realities ; and then 

I lay on the cold stones, and wept aloud. 

And pray'd the fever to return again. 

And bring death with it. Yet did I escape, — 

Again I drank the fresh blue air of heaven. 

And felt the sunshine laugh upon my brow ; 

I thought then I would seek my desolate home. 

And die where it had been. I reach'd the place : 

The ground was bare and scorch'd, and in the midst 

Was a black heap of ashes. Franticly 
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I groped amid them, ever and anon 
Meeting some human fragment^ skulls and bones 
Shapeless and cinders, till I drew a curl, 
A long and beautiful curl of sunny hair, 
Stainless and golden, as but then just sever'd, 
A love-gift from the head : — I knew the hair, — 
It was my daughter's ! There I stood, and howFd 
Curses upon that night. There came a voice, 
There came a gentle step ; — even on that heap 
Of blood and ashes did I kneel, and pour 
To the great God my gratitude ! That curl 
Was wet with tears of happiness ; that step, 
That voice, were sweet familiar ones, — one child. 
My eldest son, was sent me from the grave I 
That night he had escaped 

"We left the desolate valley, and we went 
Together to the mountains and the woods. 
And there inhabited in love and peace, 
Till a strong spirit came upon men's hearts, 
And roused them to avenge their many wrongs. 
Yet stood they not in battle, and the arm 
Of the oppressor was at first too mighty. 
Albeit I have lived to see their bonds 
Bent like burnt flax, yet much of blood was spilt 
Or ever the deliverance was accomplished. 
We fled in the dark night. At length the moon 
Rose on the midnight,— when I saw the face 
Of my last child was ghastly white, and set 
In the death-agony, and from his side 



THE COVENANTERS. 209 

The life-blood came like tears ; and then I pray'd 
That he would rest, and let me stanch the wound. 
He motion'd me to fly, and then lay down 
Upon the rock and died ! This is his grave, 
His home and mine. Ask ye now why I dwell 
Upon the rock, and loathe the vale beneath ? , 
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THE CONISTON CUKSE: 

A TOBKSHIRE LEGEND. 

[There is a tradition of such a curse attached to one of the old mansions of the 
north of England : I am not aware of any cause for the malediction. This will, I 
trust, be sufficient excuse for placing Its origin in a period when such a circum- 
stance was most likely to have taken place ; when enough of superstition remained 
for terror to have produced its fulfilment.] 

Thet knelt upon the altar steps, but other looks were there 
Than the calm and inward looks which suit the evening hour of 

prayer ; 
Many a cheek was deadly pale, while some were flush'd with red. 
And hurriedly and falteringly the holy words were said. 

They knelt their last, they sang their last ; for deep the king 

hath sworn, 
The silent cells should strangely change before the coming morn : 
The cloister'd votary henceforth is free from vow or veil, 
Her grey robes she may doff, and give her bright hair to the gale. 

And pardon be to them, if some, in their first hour of bloom. 
Thought all too lightly in their hearts 'twas not so hard a doom ; 
For they were young, and they were fair, and little in their 

shade 
Knew they of what harsh elements the jarring world was made. 

There knelt one young, there knelt one iair, but, unlike those 

around, 
No change upon her steady mien or on her brow was found. 
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Save haughtier even than its wont now seem'd that lady's face, 
And never yet was brow more proud among her haughty race. 

Betroth'd to one who fell in war, the last of all her name, 
In her first youth and loveliness the noble maiden came ; 
Vigil and prayer, and tears perchance, had worn her bloom 

away. 
When held that youthful prioress in St Edith's shrine her sway. 

She gave her broad lands to its use, she gave her golden dower, — 
Marvel ye that ill she brook'd the chance that ruled the hour ? 
And it may be more fiercely grew her pious zeal allied 
To this her all of earthly power — her all of earthly pride. 

Comes from the aisle a heavy sound, such steps as tread iu steel. 
The clash of sword, the ring of shield, the tramp of armed heel. 
The prioress bade her nuns upraise the vesper's sacred tone, 
She led the hymn, but mute the rest — no voice rose but her 
own: 

For open now the gates were flung, in pour'd the soldier train. 
And shout and shriek, and oath and prayer, rang through the 

holy fane. 
Then forth the prioress stepp'd, and raised the red cross in her 

hand — 
No warrior of her race e'er held more fearless battle brand. 

" Now turn, Sib John De Coniston, I bid thee turn and flee. 

Nor wait till Heaven, by my sworn lips, lay its dread .curse on 

thee! 

Turn back. Sir John De Coniston, turn from our sainted shrine^ 

And years of penance may eflace this godless deed of thine." 
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Rough was Sir John De Coniston, and hasty in his mood, 
And, soldier-like, then answer'd he, in angry speech and rude : ^ 
" I would not back although my path were lined with hostile 

swords. 
And deem'st thou I will turn aside for only woman's words ? '* 

She raised her voice, the curse was pass'd; and to their dying day 
The sound, like thunder in their ears, will never pass away ; 
Still haunted them those flashing eyes, that brow of funeral 

stone. 
When the words were said, she veil'd her face — the prioress 

was gone. 

No more in that calm sanctuary its vestal maids abide, 
Save one, Sir John De Coniston, and that one is thy bride; 
The sister band to other homes at will might wander free. 
And their lonely prioress had fled a pilgrim o'er the sea. 

Seven years St. Edith's votary had wander'd far and near. 
Barefoot and fasting, she has call'd on every saint to hear: 
Seven years of joy and festival have pass'd away like hours, 
Since that priory had changed its state to a baron's lordly towers. 

Tliere was revelling in that stately hall, and in his seat of pride 
The Lord of Coniston was placed, with his lady by his side; 
And four fair children there were ranged beside their parents' 

knee. 
All glad and beautiful — a sight for weary eyes to see. 

Rang the old turrets with the pledge — "Now health to thee and 

thine ; 
And long and prosperous may thy name last in thy gallant line!" 
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When a voice rose up above them all, and that voice was strange 

and shrill, 
Like autumn's wind when it has caught winter's first shriek and 

chill; 

And forth a veiled figure stepp'd, but back she flung her veil, 
And they knew St. Edith's prioress by her brow so deadly pale; 
No sickly paleness of the cheek whence health and hope have fled, 
But that deadly hue, so wan, so cold, which only suits the dead. 

" The prey of the ungodly is taken by God's hand — 
I lay the endless curse of change upon this doomed land : 
They may come and possession take, even as thou hast done, 
But the father never, never shall transmit it to his son. 

" Yet I grieve for the fair branches, though of such evil tree ; 
But the weird is laid, and the curse is said, and it rests on thine 

and thee." 
Away she pass'd ; though many thought to stay her in the hall, 
She glided from them, and not one had heard her footstep fall. 

And one by one those children in their earliest youth declined, 
Like sickening flowers that fade and fall before the blighting 

wind; 
And their mother she too pined away, stricken by the same 

blast, 
Till Sir John De Coniston was left, the lonely and the last. 

He sat one evening in his hall, still pride was on his brow. 
And the fierce spirit lingering there nor time nor grief could bow ; 
Yet something that told failing strength was now upon his face. 
When entered that dark prioress, and fronted him in place. 
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** Sir John, thy days are numbered, and never more we meet 
Till we yield our last dread reckoning before God's judgment- 
seat ! 
My words they are the latest sounds thine ear shall ever take — 
Then hear me curse again the land which is cursed for thy sake. 

" Oh, Coniston! thy lands are broad, thy stately towers are fair. 
Yet woe and desolation are for aye the tenants there; 
For Death shall be thy keeper, and two of the same race 
Shall ne'er succeed each other in thy fatal dwelling-place!" 

The curse is on it to this day : now others hold the land ; 
But be they childless, or biBgirt with a fair infant band. 
Some sudden death, some wasting ill, some sickness taints the air. 
And touches all, — no master yet has ever left an heir. 
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THE OMEN, 

" Oh ! how we miss the young and bright, 
With her feet of wind, her eyes of light, 
Her fragrant hair, like the sannj sea 
On the perfumed shores of Arabj, 
Her gay step, light as the snow-white deer. 
And her voice of song ! oh ! we miss her here. 
There is something sad in the lighted hall ; 
Without her can there be festival ? 
There is something drear in the meteor dance. 
When we do not catch her laughing glance. 
But pledge we her health." Each one took up. 
In that ancient hall, the red wine-cup : 
Each started back from the turbid wine — 
What could have dimm'd its purple shine ? 
Each turn'd for his neighbour's look to express 
The augury himself dared not to guess. 

Swept the vaulted roof along, 
A sound like the echo of distant song, 
When the words are lost, but you know they tell 
Of sorrow's coming, and hope's farewell. 
Such sad music could only bear 
Tale and tidings of long despair. 
Pass'd the sound from the ancient hall ; 
You heard in the distance its 'plaining fall, 
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Till it died away on the chill night- wind : 
But it left its fear and its sadness behind ; 
And each one went to his pillow that night 
To hear fearful sound, and see nameless sight ; 
Not such dreams as visit the bower 
Of the gay at the close of the festal hour. 

But next morning rose : 'twas a cheerful time ; 
For the sunshine seem'd like the summer prime, 
While the bright laurel leaves round the casements spread, 
And the holly with berries of shining red, 
The heaven of blue, and the earth of green, 
Seem'd not as if the winter had been. 
Welcomed they in the Christmas mom. 
With the sound of the carol, the voice of the horn. 
There was white snow lay on the distant hill, 
The murmuring river was cold and still ; 
But their songs were so glad that they miss'd not its tune, 
And the hearth-fire was bright as an August noon. 
As if youth came back with the joyous strain, 
The aged lord welcomed in the train 
Of guest and vassal ; for glad seem'd he 
To make and to share their festivity. 

Though he may not see his Edith's brow, 
Though far away be his fair child now. 
Over the sea, and over the strand, 
In the sunny vales of Italian land, 
He may reckon now the days to Spring, 
When her native birds and she will take wing. 
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Blithe and beautiful, glad to come 

With the earliest flowers to their own dear home. 

Pass a short space of dark cold days, 

Of drear nights told by the pine-wood's blaze, 

And the snow showers will melt into genial rain, 

And the sunshine and she be back again. 

And when she returns with her sweet guitar, 

The song and the tale she has learn'd afar, 

And caught the sweet sound to which once he clung, 

The southern words of her mother's tongue. 

With her soft cheek touch'd with a rosier dye, 

And a clearer light in her deep dark eye. 

He will not mourn that the winter hour 

Has pass'd unfelt by his gentle flower. 

It is Christmas-day — 'tis her natal morn, 

Away be all thoughts of sorrowing borne : 

There is no prayer a vassal can frame 

Will fail to-day, if breathed in her name ; 

Henceforth that guest is a bosom friend^ 

Whose wish a blessing for her may send. 

Her picture hung in that hall, where to-day 
Gathered the guests in their festal array. 
'Twas a fragile shape, and a fairy face, 
A cheek where the wild rose had sweet birthplace ; 
But all too delicate was the red, 
Such rainbow hues are the soonest fled : 
The sweet mouth seem'd parted with fragrant air, 
A kiss and a smile were companions there : 
Never was wild fawn's eye more bright, 
Like the star that heralds the morning's light ; 
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Though that trembling pensiveness it wore 
Which bodes of a lustre too soon to be o'er. 
But to mark these signs long gazing took ; 
Seem*d it at first but that your look 
Dwelt on a face all glad and fair, 
Mid its thousand curls of sunny hair. 
They raised the cup to pledge her name ; 
Again that strange sad music came, 
But a single strain, — loud at its close 
A cry from the outer crowd arose. 

All rush'd to gaze ; and, winding through 
The length of the castle avenue, 
There was a hearse with its plumes of snow, 
And its night-black horses moved heavy and slow. 
One moment, — they came to the festal hall. 
And bore in the coffin and velvet palL 
A name was whisper'd ; the young, the fair. 
Their Edith was laid in her last sleep there. 
It was her latest prayer to lie 
In the churchyard beneath her native sky ; 
She had ask'd and pined for her early home, 
She had come at last, — but how had she come ! 
Oh ! that aged lord, how bore he this grief, 
This rending off of his last green leaf? 
He wasted away as the child that dies 
For love of its absent mother's eyes ; 
Ere the spring flowers o'er her grave were weeping, 
The father beside his child was sleeping. 
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ONE DAY. 

And this the change from Morning to Midnight. 

The sunshine of the morning 

Is abroad upon the sky, 
And glorious as that red sunshine 

The crimson banners fly ; 
The snow-white plumes are dancing, 

Flash casques and helms of gold : 
'Tis the gathering of earth's chivalry. 

Her proud, her young, her bold. 
The fiery steeds are foaming. 

Sweeps by the trumpet blast, 
I hear a long and pealing shout. 

The soldier bands are past. 

The sunshine of the morning 

Is abroad upon the sea. 
And mistress of the wave and wind 

Yon vessel seems to be. 
Like the pine-tree of the forest 

Her tall mast heaven-ward springs, 
Her white sails bear her onwards 

Like the eagle's rushing wings. 
That deck is nobly laden, 

For gallant hearts are there ; 
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"What danger is they would not face, 
The deed they would not dare ? 

The sunshine of the morning 

Is abroad upon the hills, 
With the singing of the green- wood leaves, 

And of a thousand rills. 
There springs the youthful hunter 

With his winged spear and bow, 
He hath the falcon's flashing eye, 

The fleet foot of the roe. 
He goes with a light carol. 

And his own heart is as light ; 
On, on he bounds from rock to rock. 

Rejoicing in his might. 

The sunshine of the morning 

Is abroad upon yon fane, 
There, mid his country's monuments. 

Dreams the young bard his strain. 
Stand there on marble pedestal 

The great of olden time ; 
Marvel ye minstrel's brow is flush'd 

With thoughts and hopes sublime ? 

The moonshine of the midnight 

Is abroad upon the plain ; 
Where gather d morning's glorious ranks, 

There welter now the slain. 
Thousands are sunk there dpng, 

Pillow'd upon the dead; 
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The banner lies by the white plume, 
But both alike are red. 

The moonshine of the midnight 

Is abroad upon the seas, 
The waves have risen in their might 

To battle with the breeze. 
That ship has been the victim ; 

Stranded on yon bleak coast, 
She has lost her mast, her winged sails, 

And her deck its warlike boast. 
O'er her bravest sweep the waters, 

And a pale and ghastly band 
Cling to the black rock's side, or pace 

Like ghosts the sullen strand. 

The moonshine of the midnight 

Is abroad upon the hills ; 
No hunter's step is ringing there, 

No horn the echo fills. 
He is laid on a snow pillow. 

Which his red heart-blood has dyed ; 
One false step, and the jagged rock 

Enter'd the hunter's side. 

The moonshine of the midnight 

Is shining o'er the fane ; 
Where the bard awoke the morning flong 

He'll never wake again. 
Go thou to yon lone cavern, 

Where the lonely ocean sweeps, 
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There, silent as its darkness, 

A maniac vigil keeps. 
'Tis the bard ; his curse is on him, 

His fine mind is o'erthrown, 
Contempt hath jarr'd its tuneful chords, 

Neglect destroy'd its tone. 

These are but few from many 

Of life's chequer'd scenes ; yet these 
Are but as all, — pride, power, hope, 

Then weakness, grief, disease. 
Oh, glory of the morning ! 

Oh, ye gifted, young, and brave ! 
What end have ye, but midnight ; 

What find ye but the grave ? 
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LOVE'S LAST LESSON. 

Teach it me, if you can, — forgetfulness ! 

I surely shall forget, if you can bid me ; 

I who have worshipped thee, my god on earth, 

I who have bow'd me at thy lightest word. 

Your last command, " Forget me,*' will it not 

Sink deeply down within my inmost soul ? 

Forget thee! — ay, forgetfulness will be 

A mercy to me. By the many nights. 

When I have wept for that I dared not sleep, — 

A dream had made me live my woes again, 

Acting my wretchedness, without the hope 

My foolish heart still clings to, though that hope 

Is like the opiate which may lull a while, 

Then wake to double torture ; by the days 

Fass'd in lone watching, and in anxious fears. 

When a breath sent the crimson to my cheek. 

Like the red gushing of a sudden wound ; 

By all the careless looks and careless words 

Which have to me been like the scorpion's stinging ; 

By happiness blighted, and by thee, for ever ; 

By thjr eternal work of wretchedness ; 

By all my wither'd feelings, ruin'd health, 

Crush'd hopes, >^nd riDed heart, I will forget thee ! 

Alas ! my wordd are vanity. Forget thee ! 

Thy work of wasting is too surely done. 

The April shower may pass and be forgotten, 
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The rose fall and one fresh spring in its place, 

And thus it may be with light summer love. 

It was not thus with mine : it did not spring, 

Like the bright colour on an evening cloud, 

Into a moment's life, brief, beautiful ; 

Not amid lighted halls, when flatteries 

Steal on the ear like dew upon the rose. 

As soft, as soon dispersed, as quickly pass'd ; 

But you first call'd my woman's feelings forth. 

And taught me love ere I had dream'd love's name. 

I loved unconsciously : your name was all 

That seem'd in language, and to me the world 

Was only made for you ; in solitude. 

When passions hold their interchange together. 

Your image was the shadow of my thought ; 

Never did slave, before his Eastern lord, 

Tremble as I did when I met your eye. 

And yet each look was counted as a prize ; 

I laid your words up in my heart like pearls 

Hid in the ocean's treasure-cave. At last 

I learn'd my heart's deep secret : for I hoped, 

I dream'd, you loved me ; wonder, fear, delight, 

Swept my heart like a storm ; my soul, my life, 

Seem'd all too little for your happiness ; 

Had I been mistress of the starry worlds 

That light the midnight, they had all been yours. 

And I had deem'd such boon but poverty. 

As it was, I gave all I could — my love. 

My deep, my true, my fervent, faithful love ; 

And now you bid me learn forgetfulness : 

It is a lesson that I soon shall learn. 
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There is a home of quiet for the wretched, 
A somewhat dark, and cold, and silent rest, 
But still it is rest, — for it is the grave. 

She flung aside the scroll, as it had part 
In her great misery. Why should she write ? 
What could she write ? Her woman's pride forbade 
To let him look upon her heart, and see 
It was an utter ruin ; — and cold words, 
And scorn and slight that may repay his own, 
Were as a foreign language, to whose sound 
She might not frame her utterance. Down she bent 
Her head upon an arm so white that tears 
Seem'd but the natural melting of its snow, 
Touch'd by the flush'd cheek's crimson ; yet life-blood 
Less wrings in shedding than such tears as those. 

And this, then, is love's ending ! It is like 
The history of some fair southern clime. 
Hot fires are in the bosom of the earth. 
And the warm'd soil puts forth its thousand flowers, 
Its fruits of gold, summer's regality. 
And sleep and odours flojit upon the air : 
At length the subterranean element 
Breaks from its secret dwelling-place, and lays 
All waste before it ; the red lava stream 
Sweeps like the pestilence ; and that which was 
A garden in its colours and its breath. 
Fit for the princess of a fairy tale. 
Is as a desert, in whose burning sands. 
And ashy waters, who is there can trace 
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A sign, a memory, of its former beauty ? 
It is thus with the heart ; love lights it up 
With hopes like young companions, and with joys 
Dreaming deliciously of their sweet selves. 

This is at first ; but what is the result ? 
Hopes that lie mute in their own sullenness, 
For they have quarreVd even with themselves ; 
And joys indeed like birds of Paradise* ; 
And in their stead despair coils scorpion-like 
Stinging itself ; and the heart, burnt and crush'd 
With passion's earthquake, scoroh'd and wither'd up, 
Lies in its desolation, — this is love. 

What is the tale that I would tell ? Not one 
Of strange adventure, but a common tale 
Of woman's wretchedness ; one to be read 
Daily in many a young and blighted heart. 
The lady whom I spake of rose again 
From the red fever's couch, to careless eyes 
Perchance the same as she had ever been. 
But oh, how alter'd to herself I She felt 
That bird-like pining for some gentle home 
To which affection might attach itself. 
That weariness which hath but outward part 
Tn what the world calls pleasure, and that chill 
Which makes life taste the bitterness of death. 

And he she loved so well, — what opiate 
Luird consciousness into its selfish sleep ? — - 

* In Eastern tales, tlie bird of Paradise never rests on the earth. 
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He said he loved her not ; that never vow 
Or passionate pleading won her soul for him ; 
And that he guess'd not her deep tenderness. 

Are words, then, only false ? are there no looks, 
Mute but most eloquent ; no gentle cares 
That win so much upon the fair weak things 
Thej seem to guard ? And had he not long read 
Her heart's hush'd secret in the soft dark eye 
Lighted at his approach, and on the cheek 
Colouring all crimson at his lightest look ? 
This is the truth ; his spirit wholly turn'd 
To stem ambition's dream, to that fierce strife 
Which leads to life's high places^ and reck'd not 
What lovely flowers might perish in his path. 

And here at length is somewhat of revenge : 
For man's most golden dreams of pride and power 
Are vain as any woman-dreams of love ; 
Both end in weary brow and wither'd heart, 
And the grave closes over those whose hopes 
Have lain there long before. 
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THE NEGLECTED ONE. 

And there is silence in that lonely hall, 

Sa^e where the waters of the fountain fall, 

And the wind's distant murmuring, which takes 

Sweet messages from every bud it wakes. 

'Tis more than midnight ; all the lamps are gone. 

Their fragrant oils exhausted, — all but one, 

A little silver lamp beside a scroll, 

Where a young maiden leant, and pour'd her soul, 

In those last words, the bitter and the brief. 

How can they say confiding is relief? 

Light are the woes that to the eyelids spring. 

Subdued and soften'd by the tears they bring ; 

But there are some too long, too well conceal'd, 

Too deeply felt, — that are but once reveal'd: 

Like the withdrawing of the mortal dart, 

And then the life-blood follows from the heart ; 

SoiTow, before unspoken by a sigh. 

But which, once spoken, only hath to die. — 

Young, very young, the lady was, who now 
Bow'd on her slender hand her weary brow : 
Not beautiful, save when the eager thought 
In the soft eyes a sudden beauty wrought : 
Not beautiful, save when the cheek's warm blush 
Grew eloquent with momentary flush 
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Of feeling, that made beauty, not to last, 
And scarcely caught, so quickly is it past. 
— Alas ! she knew it well ; too early thrown 
Mid a cold world, the unlov'd and the lone, 
With no near kindred ties on whom could dwell 
Love that so sought to be beloved as well. 
Too sensitive for flattery, and too kind 
To bear the loneliness by fate assigned, 
Her life had been a struggle : long she strove 
To fix on things inanimate her love ; 
On pity, kindness, music, gentle lore, 
All that romance could yield of fairy store. 
In vain ! she loved : — she loved, and from that hour 
Grone were the quiet loves of bird or flower ; 
The unread book dropp'd listless on her knee, 
The untouch'd lute hung on the bending tree. 
Whose unwreath'd boughs no more a pleasant shade 
For the lone dreamings of her twilight made. 
— Well might she love him : every eye was tum*d 
On that young knight, and bright cheeks brighter burn'd, 
Save one, that grew the paler for his sake : 
Alas for her, whose heart but beat to break ; 
Who knew too well, not hers the lip or eye 
* For which the youthful lover swears to die. 
How deep, how merciless, the love represt, 
That robs the silent midnight of its rest ; 
That sees in gather'd crowds but one alone ; 
That hears in mingled footsteps only one ; 
That turns the poet's page, to only find 
Some mournful image for itself design'd ; 
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That seeks in music but the 'plaining tone 
Which secret sorrow whispers is its own ! 
Alas for the young heart, when love is there, 
Its comrade and its confidant, despair ! 

How oiPten leant in some unnoticed spot, 
Her very being by the throng forgot. 
Shrunk back to shun the glad lamp's mocking ray, 
Pass'd many a dark and weary hour away, 
Watching the young, the beautiful, the bright. 
Seeming more lovely in that lovely light ; 
And as each fair face glided through the dance. 
Stealing at some near mirror one swift glance. 
Then, starting at the contrast, seek her room, 
To weep, at least, in solitude and gloom ! 
And he, her stately idol, he, with eye 
Dark as the eagle's in a summer sky, 
And darker curls, amid whose raven shade 
The very wild wind amorously delay'd, 
With that bright smile, which makes all others dim. 
So proud, so sweet, — what part had she in him ? 
And yet she loved him : who may say, " be still," 
To the fond heart that beats not at our will ? 

'Twas too much wretchedness : — the convent cell, 
There might the maiden with her misery dwell. 
And that, to-morrow, was her chosen doom : 
There might her hopes, her feelings, find a tomb. 
Her feelings! — no: pray, struggle, weep, condemn, — 
Her feelings, — there was but one grave for them. 
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*Twas her last night, and she had look'd her last^ 
And she must live henceforward in the past. 
She lingered in the hall, — he had been there ; 
Her pale lips grew yet paler with the prayer 
That only ask'd his happiness. She took 
A blank leaf from an old emblazon'd book, 
Which told love's chronicles ; a faint hope stole, — 
A sweet light o'er the darkness of her soul, — 
Might she not leave remembrance, like the wreath, 
Whose dying flowers their scents on twilight breathe ; 
Just one faint tone of music, low and clear, 
Coming when other songs have left the ear ? 
Might she not tell him how she loved, and pray 
A mournful memory for some distant day ? 
She took the scroll : — what ! bare perhaps to scorn 
The timid sorrow she so long had borne I 
Silent as death, she hid her face, for shame 
In rushing crimson to her forehead came ; 
Through the small fingers fell the bitter rain, 
And tremblingly she closed the leaves again. 

— The hall is lit with rose, that morning hour. 
Whose lights are colour'd by each opening flower ; 
A sweet bird by the casement sat and sang 

A song so glad, that like a laugh it rang. 

While its wings shook the jessamine, till the bloom 

Floated like incense round that joyous room. 

— They found the maiden : still her face was bow'd. 
As with some shame that might not be avow'd ; 
They raised the long hair which her face conceal'd — 
And she is dead, — her secret unreveal'd. 
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A NIGHT IN MAY. 



A night not sacred to Spring*8 openingleaves, 
But one of crowded festival. 



Light and glad through the rooms the gay music is waking, 
Where the young and the lovely are gathered to-night ; 

And the soft cloudless lamps, with their lustre, are making 
A midnight hour only than morning less bright. 

There are vases, — the flowers within them are breathing 
Sighs almost as sweet as the lips that are near ; 

Light feet are glancing, white arms are wreathing, — 
O temple of pleasure ! thou surely art here. 

I gazed on the scene; 'twas the dream of a minute ; 

But it seem'd to me even as fairy-land fair : 
'Twas the cup's bright inside ; and on glancing within it, 

What but the dregs and the darkness were there ? 

— False wave of the desert, thou art less beguiling 
Than false beauty over the lighted hall shed: 

What but the smiles that have practised their smiling, 
Or honey words measured and reckon'd as said ? . 

Oh, heart of mine! turn from the revellers before thee; 

What part hast thou in them, or have they in thee ? 
What was the feeling that too soon came o'er thee? — 

Weariness ever that feeling must be. 
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Praise — flattery — opiates the meanest, yet swoetest, 
Are ye the fame that my spirit hath dream'd ? 

Lute, when in such scenes, if homage thou meetest. 
Say, if like glory such vanity seem'd ? 

O for some island far off in the ocean. 

Where never a footstep has press'd but mine own, 
With one hope, one feeling, one utter devotion 

To my gift of song, once more, the lovely, the lone ! 

My heart is too much in the things which profaae it ; 

The cold, and the worldly, why am I like them ? 
Vanity ! with my lute chords I must chain it. 

Nor thus let it sully the minstrel's best gem. 

It rises before me, that island, where, blooming. 

The flowers in their thousands are comrades for me ; 

And where if one pensh, so sweet its entombing. 
The welcome it seems of fresh leaves to the tree. 

I'll wander among them when morning is weeping 
Her earliest tears, if such pearls can be tears ; 

When the birds and the roses together are sleeping. 
Till the mist of the daybreak, like hope fulfiU'd, clears. 

Grove of dark cypress, when noontide is flinging 
Its radiance of light, thou shalt then be my shrine ; 

I'll listen the song which the wild dove is singing. 
And catch from its sweetness a lesson for mine. 

And when the red sunset at even is dying, 

111 watch the last blush as it fades on the wave ; 
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While the wind, through the shells in its low music sighing, 
Will seem like the anthem peal'd over its grave. 

And when the bright stars which I worship are beaming. 

And writing in beauty and fate on the skj, 
Then, mine own lute, be the hour for thy dreaming, 

And the night-flowers will open and echo thy sigh. 

Alas! but my dream has like sleep's visions vanish'd ; 

The hall and the crowd are before me again : 
Sternly my sweet thoughts like fairies are banish'd : 

Nay, the faith which believed in them now seems but 
vain. 

I left the gay circle ; — if I found it dreary, 

Were all others there, then, the thoughtless and glad ? 
Methinks that fair cheek in its paleness look'd weary, 

Methinks that dark eye in its drooping was sad. 

— I went to my chamber, — I sought to be lonely, — 
I leant by the casement to catch the sweet air ; 

The thick tears fell blinding ; and am I then only 
Sad, weary, although without actual care ? 

The heart hath its mystery, and who may reveal it ? 

Or who ever read in the depths of their own ? — 
How much, we never may speak of, yet feel it. 

But, even in feeling it, know it unknown ! 

Sky of wild beauty, in those distant ages 
Of which time hath left scarce a wreck or a name> 
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« 

Say, were thy secrets laid bare to the sages, 
Who held that the stars were life's annals of flame ? 

Spirit, that ruleth man's life to its ending, 
Chance, Fortune, Fate, answer my summoning now ; 

The storm o'er the face of the night is descending, — 
Fair moon, the dark clouds hide thy silvery brow. 

Let these bring thy answer, and tell me if sadness 
For ever man's penance and portion must be ; 

Doth the morning come forth from a birthplace of gladness? 
Is there peace, is there rest, in thine empire or thee r 

Spirit of fate, from yon troubled west leaning. 
As its meteor-piled rack were thy home and thy shrine, 

Grief is our knowledge, 'twill teach me thy meaning. 
Although thou but speak'st it in silence and sign. 

I mark'd a soft arch sweep its way over heaven ; 

It spann'd as it ruled the fierce storm which it bound ; 
The moonshine, the shower, to its influence seem'd given, 

And the black clouds grew bright in the beautiful round. 

I look'd out again, but few hues were remaining 

On the side nearest earth ; while I gazed, they were past: 

As a steed for a time with his curb proudly straining. 
Then freed in its strength, came the tempest at last. 

And this was the sign of thy answer, dark spirit ! 

Alas ! and such ever our pathway appears ; 
Tempest and change still our earth must inherit, — 

Its glory a shade, and its loveliness tears. 
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WARNING. 

Pray thee, maiden, hear him not ! 
Take thou warning by my lot ; 
Read my scroll, and mark thou all 
I can tell thee of thy thrall. 
Thou hast own'd that youthful breast 
Treasures its most dangerous guest ; 
Thou hast own'd that Love is there : 
Though now features he may wear, 
Such as would a saint deceive, 
Win a sceptic to believe, 
Only for a time that brow 
Will seem what 'tis seeming now. 
I have said, hearty be content ! 
For Love's power o'er thee is spent. 
That I love not now, oh true ! — 
I have bade such dreams adieu : 
Therefore deemest thou my heart 
Saw them tranquilly depart ; 
That they pass'd, nor left behind 
Wreck and ruin in my mind. 
Thou art in the summer hour 
Of first passion's early power ; 
I am in the autumn day, 
Of its darkness, and decay. 
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— Seems thine idol now to thee 

Even as a divinity ? 

Such the faith that I too held ; 

Not the less am I compelled 

All my heart-creed to gainsay, 

Own my idol gilded clay, 

And yet pine to dream again 

What I know is worse than vain. 

Ay, I did love ; and how well, 

Let thine own fond weakness tell : 

Still upon the soften'd mood 

Of my twilight solitude, 

Still upon my midnight tear, 

Rises image all too dear ; 

Dark and starry eyes, whose light 

Make the glory of the night ; 

Brow like ocean's morning foam. 

For each noble thought a home. 

Well such temple's fair outline 

Seem'd the spirit's fitting shrine. 

— Is he hero, who hath won 

Fields we shrink to think upon? 

Patriot, on whose gifted tongue 

Senates in their wonder hung ? 

Sage, before whose gifted eyes 

Nature spreads her mysteries ? 

Bard, to whose charm'd lute is given 

All that earth can breathe of heaven ? — 

Seems thy lover these to thee ? 

Even more mine seem'd to me. 
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Now, my fond belief is past ; 

Strange, methinks, if thine should last 

" Be content, thou lovest not now : " 

Free, thou sayest, — dream'st thou how ? 

Loathing wouldst thou shun dismay'd 

Freedom by such ransom paid. 

— Girl, for thee 1*11 lay aside 

Veil of smiles and mask of pride ; 

Shrouds that only ask of fate 

Not to seem so desolate. 

— I am young, — but age's snow 

Hides not colder depths below ; 

I am gay, — but such a light 

Shines upon the grave by night. 

— Yet mine is a common tale ; 

Hearts soon changed, and vows were frail ; 

Each one blamed the other's deed, 

Yet both felt they were agreed ; 

Ne'er again might either prove 

Those sweet fallacies of love. 

— Still for what so vain I hold 

Is my wasted heart grown cold« 

Can hopes be again believed. 

When their sweetest have deceived ? 

Can affection's chain be trusted, 

When its dearest links have rusted ? 

Can life's dreams again be cherish'd, 

When its dearest ones have perish'd ? 

I know Love will not endure ; 

Nothing now to me seems sure. 
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— Maiden, bj the thousand tears, 
Lava floods on my first years ; 
By the nights, when burning pain 
Fed upon my heart and brain ; 
By the wretched days now past, 
By the weary days to last ; 
Be thou warned, for still the same 
Is Love, beneath whatever name. 
Keep thy fond faith like a thing 
Where Time never change may bring. 
Vow thee to thine idol's shrine, — 
Then, maiden ! read thy fate in mine. 



240 THE NAMELESS GRAVE. 



THE NAMELESS GRAVE. 

A NAMELESS grave, — there is no stone 

To sanctify the dead ; 
O er it the willow droops alone, 

With only wild flowers spread. 

" Oh, there is nought to interest here, 

No record of a name, 
A trumpet call upon the ear, 

High on the roll of fame. 

" I will not pause beside a tomb 

Where nothing calls to mind 
Aught that can brighten mortal gloom. 

Or elevate mankind ; — 

" No glorious memory to efface 

The stain of meaner clay ; 
No intellect whose heavenly trace 

Redeem'd our earth : — away !" 

Ah. these are thoughts that well may rise 

On youth's ambitious pride ; 
But I will sit and moralise 

This lowly stone beside. 
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Here thousands might have slept, whose name 

Had been to thee a spell, 
To light thy flashing eyes with flame, — 

To bid thy young heart swell. 

Here might have been a warrior's rest, 

Some chief who bravely bled. 
With waving banner, sculptured crest, 

And laurel on his head. 

That laurel must have had its blood, 

That blood have caused its tear ; — 
Look on the lovely solitude, — 

What ! wish for warfare here ! 

A poet might have slept, — what ! he 

Whose restless heart first wakes 
Its life-pulse into melody. 

Then o'er it pines and breaks ? — 

He who hath sung of passionate love, 

His life a feverish tale : — 
Oh ! not the nightingale, the dove 

Would suit this quiet vale. 

See, I have named your favourite two, — 

Each had been glad to crave 
Rest 'neath this turfs unbroken dew, 

And such a nameless grave I 
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FANTASIES, 

INSCBIBED TO 

T. CROFTON CROKER, ESQ. 

1. 

I'm weary, Fm weary, — this cold world of ours ; 
I will go dwell afar, with fairies and flowers. 
Farewell to the festal, the hall of the dance, 
Where each step is a study, a falsehood each glance ; 
Where the vain are displaying, the vapid are yawning ; 
Where the beauty of night, the glory of dawning, 
Are wasted, as Fashion, that tyrant, at will 
Makes war on sweet Nature, and exiles her still. 

2. 

Fm weary, Fm weary, — Fm off with the wind : 
Can I find a worse fate than the one left behind ? 
— Fair beings of moonlight, gay dwellers in air, 

show me your kingdom! O let me dwell there! 

1 see them, I see them ! — how sweet it must be 
To sleep in yon lily! — is there room in't for me ? 
I have flung my clay fetters ; and now I but wear 
A shadowy seeming, a likeness of air. 
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3. 

Gro harness 1117 chariot, the leaf of an oak ; 

A butterfly stud, and a tendril my yoke. 

Go swing me a hammock, the poles mignionette; 

m rock with its scent in the gossamer net. 

Go fetch me a courser : yon reed is but slight, 

Yet far is the distance 'twill bear me to-night. 

I must have a throne, — ay, yon mushroom may stay. 

It has sprung in a night, 'twill be gather'd next day : 

And fit is such throne for my brief fairy reign ; 

For, alas ! I'm but dreaming, and dreams are but vain. 
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REVENGE. 



At, gaze upon her rose-wreath'd hair, 

And gaze upon her smile ; 
Seem as you drank the very air 

Her breath perfumed the while ; 

And wake for her the gifted line, 
That wild and witching lay. 

And swear your heart is as a shrine, 
That only owns her sway. 

'Tis well : I am revenged at last ; — 
Mark you that scornful cheek, — 

The eye averted as you pass'd, 

Spoke more than words could speak. 

Ay, now by all the bitter tears 
That I have shed for thee, — 

The racking doubts, the burning fears, 
Avenged they well may be — 

By the nights pass'd in sleepless care, 

The days of endless woe ; 
All that you taught my heart to bear. 

All that yourself will know. 
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I would not wish to see you laid 

Within an early tomb ; 
I should forget how you betray'd, 

And only weep your doom : 

But this is fitting punishment, 

To live and love in vain, — 
O my wrung heart, be thou content, 

And feed upon his pain. 

Go thou and watch her lightest sigh, — 

Thine own it will not be ; 
And bask beneath her sunny eye, — 

It will not turn on thee. 

'Tis well : the rack, the chain, the wheel, 

Far better hadst thou proved ; 
Ev'n I could almost pity feel, 

For thou art not beloved. 
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A SUMMER DAY. 

Sweet valley, whose streams flow as sparkling and bright 
As the stars that descend in the depths of the night ; 
Whose violets fling their rich breath on the air, 
Sweet spendthrifts of treasure the Spring has flung there. 

My lot is not with thee, 'tis far from thine own ; 

Nor thus, amid Summer and solitude thrown : 

But still it is something to gaze upon thee, 

And bless Earth that such peace on her bosom can be. 

My heart and my steps both grow light as I bound 
O'er the green grass that covers thy beautiful ground ; 
And joy o'er my thoughts, like the sun o'er the leaves, 
A blessing in giving and taking receives. 

I have heap'd up thy flowers, the wild and the sweet. 
As if fresh from the touch of the night-elfin's feet ; 
A bough from thy oak, and a sprig fi'om thy broom, — 
I take them as keepsakes to tell of thy bloom. 

Their green leaves may droop, and their colours may flee, 
As if dying with sorrow at parting from thee ; 
And my memory fade with them, till thou wilt but seem 
Like the flitting shape morning recalls of a dream. 

Let them fade from their freshness, so leave they behind 
One trace, like faint music, impress'd on the mind ; 
One leaf or one flower to memory will bring 
The light of thy beauty, the hope of thy spring. 
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THE WKEATH. 



Nay, fling not down those faded flowers, 
Too late they're scattered round ; 

And violet and rose-leaf lie 
Together on the ground. 

How carefully this very mom 

Those buds were cuU'd and wreathed ! 
And, mid the cloud of that dark air, 

How sweet a sigh they breathed! 

And many a gentle word was said 
Above their morning dye, — 

How that the rose had touched thy cheek, 
The violet thine eye. 

Methinks, if but for memory, 
I should have kept these flowers; 

Ah ! all too lightly does thy heart 
Dwell upon vanish'd hours. 

Already has thine eager hand 

Stripp'd yonder rose-hung bough ; 

The wreath that bound thy raven curls, 
Thy feet are on it now. 

B 4 
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That glancing smile, it seems to say 

" Thou art too fanciful : 
What matters it what roses fade. 

While there are more to cull?" 

Ay, I was wrong to ask of thee 
Such gloomy thoughts as mine : 

Thou in thy Spring, how shouldst thou dream 
Of Autumn's pale decline ? 

Young, lovely, loved, — oh! far from thee 

Life's after-dearth and doom : 
Long ere thou learn how memory clings 

To even faded bloom I 
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SONG. 

Oh never another dream can be 

Like that early dream of ours, 
When the fairy Hope lay down to sleep, 

Like a child, among the flowers. 

But Hope has waken'd since, and wept, 

Like a rainbow, itself away ; 
And the flowers have faded and fallen around 

We have none for a wreath to-day. 

Now Wisdom wakes in the place of Hope, 
And our hearts are like winter hours : 

Ah ! after-life has been little worth 
That early dream of ours. 
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THE DYING CHILD. 



The woman was in abject misery — that worst of poverty, which is haunted by 
shame — the only relic left by better days. She shrunk from all efforts at recovery, 
refused to administer the medicines, and spoke of the child's death but as a blessing. 

My God I and is the daily page of life 
Darkened with wretchedness like this ? 



Her cheek is flush'd with fever red ; 

Her little hand burns in mj own ; 
Alas ! and does pain rack her sleep ? 

Speak ! for I cannot bear that moan. 

Yet sleep, I do not wish to look 
Again within those languid eyes ; 

Sleep, though again the heavy lash 
May never from their beauty rise. 

— Aid, hope for me? — now hold thy peace, 
And take that healing cup away : 

Life, length of life, to that poor child I — 
It is not life for which I pray. 

Why should she live for pain, for toil. 
For wasted frame, and broken heart ; 

Till life has only left, in death. 

With his base fear of death to part ? 

How could I bear to see her youth 
Bow'd to the dust by abject toil, 
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Till misery urge the soul to guilt, 
From which its nature would recoil ? 

The bitterness of poverty, 

The shame that adds the worst to woe, — 
I think upon the life IVe known, 

Upan the life that I shall know. 

Look through yon street, — a hundred lamps 
Are lighting up the revels there, — 

Hark ! you can hear the distant laugh 
Blending with music on the air. 

The rich dwell there who know not want ; 

Who loathe that wretchedness whose name 
Is there an unfamiliar sound : — 

Why is not my estate the same ? 

I may have sinn'd, and punishment 

For that most ignorant sin incur ; 
But be the curse upon my head, — 

Oh, let it not descend to her ! 

Sleep, dear one! 'tis a weary world ; 

Sleep the sweet slumber of the grave ! 
Vex me no more with thy vain words : 

What worth is that you seek to save ? 

Tears — tears — I shame that I should weep ; 

I thought my heart had nerved my eye ; 
I should be thankful, and I will, — 

There, there, my child, lie down and die ! 
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Come, let thy careless sail float on the wind ; 

Come, lean by me, and let thy little boat 

Follow like thee its will ; come, lean' by me. 

Freighted with roses which the west has flung, 

Over its waters on the vessel glides, 

Save where the shadowy boughs shut out the sky, 

And make a lovely darkness, while the wind 

Stirs the sad music of their plaining leaves. 

The sky grows paler, as it burnt away 

Its crimson passion ; and the falling dew 

Seems like the tears that follow such an hour. 

ni tell thee, love, a tale, — just such a tale 

As you once said my lips could breathe so well ; 

Speaking as poetry should speak of love, 

And asking from the depths of mine own heart 

The truth that touches, and by what I feel 

For thee, believe what others' feelings are. 

There, leave the sail, and look with earnest eyes ; 

Seem not as if the worldly element 

In which thou mov'st were of thy nature part, 

But yield thee to the influence of those thoughts 

That haunt thy solitude ; — ah, but for those 

I never could have lov'd thee; I, who now 

Live only in my other life with thee ; 

Out on our being's falsehood ! — studied, cold, 
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Are we not like that actor of old time, 

Who wore his mask so long, his features took 

Its likeness ? — thus we feign we do not feel. 

Until our feelings are forgotten things, 

Their nature warp'd in one base selfishness ; 

And generous impulses, and loftj thoughts. 

Are counted folly, or are not believed : 

And he who doubts or mocks at excellence 

(Good that refines our nature, and subdues). 

Is riveted to earth by sevenfold chains. 

Oh, never had the poet's lute a hope. 

An aim so glorious as it now may have. 

In this our social state, where petty cares 

And mercenary interests only look 

Upon the present's littleness, and shrink 

From the bold future, and the stately past, — 

Where the smooth surface of society 

Is polish'd by deceit, and the warm heart 

With all its kind affections' early flow. 

Flung back upon itself, forgets to beat. 

At least for others : — 'tis the poet's gift 

To melt these frozen waters into tears, 

By sympathy with sorrows not our own. 

By wakening memory with those mournful notes, 

Whose music is the thoughts of early years, 

When truth was on the lip, and feelings wore 

The sweetness and the freshness of their morn. 

Young poet, if thy dreams have not such hope 

To purify, refine, exalt, subdue. 

To touch the selfish, and to shame the vain 

Out of themselves, by gentle mournfulness. 
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Or chords that rouse some aim of enterprise, 
Lofty and pure, and meant for general good; 
If thou hast not some power that may direct 
The mind from the mean round of daily life. 
Waking affections that might else have slept. 
Or high resolves, the petrified before, 
Or rousing in that mind a finer sense 
Of inward and external loveliness, 
Making imagination serve as guide 
To all of heaven that yet remains on earth, — 
Thine is a useless lute : break it and die. 

Love mine, I know my weakness, and I know 
How far I fall short of the glorious goal 
I purpose to myself ; yet if one line 
Has stolen from the eye unconscious tears, 
Kecall'd one lover to fidelity 
Which is the holiness of love, or bade 
One maiden sicken at cold vanity. 
When dreaming o'er affection's tenderness. 
The deep, the true, the honour'd of my song, — 
If but one worldly soil has been effaced. 
That song has not been utterly in vain. 
All true deep feeling purifies the heart. 
Am I not better by my love for you ? 
At least, I am less selfish ; I would give 
My life to buy you happiness : — Hush, hush! 
I must not let you know how much I love, — 
So to my tale. — 'Twas on an eve like this, 
When purple shadows floated round, and light, 
Crimson and passionate, o'er the statues fell, 
Like life, for that fair gallery was fill'd 
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With statues, each one an eternity 

Of thought and beauty : there were lovely shapes 

And noble ones ; some which the poet's song 

Had touch'd with its own immortality ; 

Others whose glory flung o'er history's page 

Imperishable lustre. There she stood, 

Forsaken Ariadne ; round her brow 

Wreathed the glad vine-leaves ; but it wore a shade 

Of early wretchedness, that which once flung 

May never be effaced : and near her leant 

ENDTinON, and his spiritual beauty wore 

The likeness of divinity ; for love 

Doth elevate to itself, and she who watch'd 

Over his sleeping face, upon it left 

The brightness of herself. Around the walls 

Hung pictures, some which gave the summer all 

Summer can wish, a more eternal bloom ; 

And others in some young and lovely face 

Embodied dreams into reality. 

There hung a portrait of St. Rosalie, 

She who renounced the world in youth, and made 

Her heart an altar but for heavenly hopes — 

Thrice blessed in such sacrifice. Alas ! 

The weakness, yet the strength, of earthly ties ! 

Who hath not in the weariness of life 

Wish'd for the wings of morning or the dove. 

To bear them heavenward, and have wish'd in vain ? 

For wishes are effectual but by will, 

And that too much is impotent and void 

In frail humanity ; and time steals by 

Sinful and wavering, and unredeem'd. 
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Bent by a casement, whence her eye could dwell 
Or on the countenance of that sweet saint, 
Or the fair valley, where the river wound 
Like to a fairy thing, now light, now shade, 
Which the eye watches in its wandering, 
A maiden pass'd each summer eve away. 
Life's closing colour was upon her cheek. 
Crimson as that which marks the closing day : 
And her large eyes, the radiant and the clear. 
Wore all the ethereal beauty of that heaven 
Where she was hastening. Still her rosebud mouth 
Wore the voluptuous sweetness of a spring 
Haunted by fragrance and by melody. 
Her hair was gather'd in a silken net. 
As if its luxury of auburn curls 
Oppress'd the feverish temples all too much; 
For you might see the azure pulses beat 
Li the clear forehead painfully ; and oft 
Would her small hands be press'd upon her brow, 
As if to still its throbbing. Days pass'd by, 
And thus beside that casement would she spend 
The summer evenings. Well she knew her doom. 
And sought to linger with such loveliness : 
Surely it soothed her passage to the grave. 

One gazed upon her, till his very life 
Was dedicate to that idolatry 
With which young Love makes offering of itself. 
In the vast world he only saw her face. 
The morning blush was lighted up by hope, — 
The hope of meeting her ; the noontide hours 
Were counted for her sake ; in the soft wind, 
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When it had pass'd o'er early flowers, he caught 

The odour of her sigh ; upon the rose 

He only saw the colour of her cheek. 

He watch'd the midnight stars until they wore 

Her beauty's likeness — love's astrology. 

His was the gifted eye, which grace still touch'd 
As if with second nature ; and his dreams, 
His childish dreams, were lit by hues from heaven — 
Those which make genius. Now his visions wore 
A grace more actual, and one worshipp'd face 
Inspir'd the youthful sculptor, till like life 
His spirit warm'd the marble. Who shall say 
The love of genius is a common thing. 
Such as the many feel — half selfishness. 
Half vanity? — for genius is divine, 
And, like a god, doth turn its dwelling-place 
Into a temple; and the heart redeem'd 
By its fine influence is immortal shrine 
For love's divinity. In common homes 
He dies, as he was bom, in nothingness; 
But love, inspiring genius, makes the world 
Its glorious witness; hence the poet's page 
Wakens its haunting sympathy of pain ; 
And hence the painter with a touch creates 
Feelings imperishable. 'Twas from that hour 
Canoya took his inspiration: love 
Made him the sculptor of all loveliness; 
The overflowing of a soul imbued 
By most ideal grace, the memory 
Which lingers round first passion's sepulchre. 
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— Why do I say first love? — there is no second. 

Who asks in the same year a second growth 

Of spring leaves from the tree, corn from the field ? 

They are exhausted. Thus 'tis with the heart : — 

*Tis not so rich in feeling or in hope 

To bear that one be crush'd, the other faded. 

Yet find them ready to put forth again. 

Tt does not always last; man's temper is 

Often forgetful, fickle, and throws down 

The temple he can never build again ; 

But when it does last, and that asks for much, — 

A fix'd yet passionate spirit, and a mind 

Master of its resolves, — when that love lasts, 

It is in noblest natures. After-years 

Tell how Canova felt the influence. 

They never spoke : she look'd too spiritual. 

Too pure, for human passion ; and her face 

Seem'd hallow'd by the heaven it was so near. 

And days pass'd on : — it was an eve in June — 

How ever could it be so fair a one? — 

And she came not : hue after hue forsook 

The clouds, like Hope, which died with them, and night 

Came all too soon and shadowy. He rose. 

And wander'd through the city, o'er which hung 

The darkness of his thoughts. At length a strain 

Of ominous music wail'd along the streets: 

It was the mournful chanting for the dead ; 

And the long tapers flung upon the air 

A wild red light, and show'd the funeral train : 

Wreaths — O what mockeries ! — hung from the bier; 
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And there, pale, beautiful, as if in sleep, 

Her dark hair braided graceful with white flowers, 

She lay, — his own beloved one ! 

No more, no more! — love, turn thy boat to land, 
I am so sorrowful at my own words. 
Affection is an awful thing ! — Alas ! 
We give our destiny from our own hands, 
And trust to those most frail of all frail things. 
The chances of humanity. 

— The wind hath a deep sound, more stern than sweet; 
And the dark sky is clouded; tremulous, 
A few far stars — how pale they look to-night ! — 
Touch the still waters with a fitful light. 
There is strange sympathy between all things. 
Though in the hurrying weariness of life 
We do not pause to note it: the glad day. 
Like a young king surrounded by the pomp 
Of gold and purple, sinks but to the shade 
Of the black night: — the chronicle I told 
Began with hope, fair skies, and lovely shapes. 
And ended in despair. Even thus our life 
In these has likeness; with its many joys, 
Its fears, its eagerness, its varying page, 
Mark'd with its thousand colours, only tends 
To darkness, and to silence, and the grave I 
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Orphan in my fint years, I early learnt 
To make my heart suffice Itself, and seek 
Support and sympathy in its own depths^ 



Well, read my cheek, and watch my eye,- 
Too strictly schooFd are they. 

One secret of my soiiL to show, 
One hidden thought betray. 

I never knew the time my heart 

Look'd freely from my brow; 
It once was check'd by timidnesi^ 

'Tis taught by caution now. 

I live among the cold, the false^ 

And I must seem like them; 
And such I am, for I am false 

As those I most condemn. 

I teach my lip its sweetest smile, 

My tongue its softest tone; 
I borrow others' likeness^ till 

Almost I lose my own. 

I pass through flattery's gilded sieve, 
Whatever I would say ; 
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In social life, all, like the blind, 
Must learn to feel their way. 

I check my thoughts like curbed steeds 

That struggle with the rein ; 
I bid my feelings sleep, like wrecks 

In the unfathom'd main. 

I hear them i^eak of love, the deep, 

The true, and mock the name ; 
Mock at all high and early truth. 

And I too do the same. 

I hear them tell some touching tale, 

I swallow down the tear ; 
I hear them name some generous deed, 

And I hare learnt to sneer. 

I hear the spiritual, the kind, 

The pure, but named in mirth ; 
Till all of good, ay, even hope. 

Seems exiled from our earth. 

And one fear, withering ridicule. 

Is all that I can dread ; 
A sword hung by a single hair 

For ever o'er the head. 

We bow to a most servile faith, 

In a most servile fear ; 
While none among us dares to say 

What none will choose to hear. 
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And if we dream of loftier thoughts, 
In weakness they are gone ; 

And indolence and vanity 
Bivet our fetters on. 

Surely I was not born for this ! 

I feel a loftier mood 
Of generous impulse, high resolve, 

Steal o'er my solitude I 

I gaze upon the thousand stars 
That fill the midnight sky ; 

And wish, so passionately wish, 
A light like theirs on high. 

I have such eagerness of hope 

To benefit my kind ; 
And feel as if immortal power 

Were given to my mind. 

I think on that eternal fame. 
The sun of earthly gloom, 

Which makes the gloriousness of death, 
The future of the tomb — 

That earthly future, the faint sign 
Of a more heavenly one ; 

— A step, a word, a voice, a look, — 
Alas ! my dream is done ! 

And earth, and earth's debasing stain. 
Again is on my soul ; 
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And I am but a nameless pari 
Of a most worthless whole. 

Why write I this ? because my heart 

Towards the future springs, 
That future where it loves to soar 

On more than eagle wings. 

The present, it is but a speck 

In that eternal time, 
In which my lost hopes find a home, 

My spirit knows its clime. 

Oh! not myself, — for what am I? — 

The worthless and the weak. 
Whose every thought of self should raise 

A blush to burn my cheek. 

But song has touched my lips with fire. 

And made my heart a shrine 
For what, although aUoy'd, debased, 

Is in itself divine. 

I am myself but a vile link 

Amid life's weary chain ; 
But I have spoken hallow'd words, 

Oh do not say in vain I 

My first, my last, my only wish, 

Say will my charmed chords 
Wake to the morning light of fame. 

And breathe again my words ? 
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Will the young maiden, when her tears 
Alone in moonlight shine— 

Tears for the absent and the loved — 
Murmur some song of mine ? 

Will the pale youth by his dim lamp, 

Himself a dying flame, 
From many an antique scroll beside. 

Choose that which bears my name ? 

Let music make less terrible 

The silence of the dead ; 
I care not, so my spirit last 

Long after life has fled. 
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It was a battle field, and the cold mooB 
Made the pale dead yet paler. Two lay there ; 
One with the ghastly marble of the grave 
Upon his face ; the other wan, but yet 
Touch'd with the hues of life, and its warm breath 
Upon his parted lips. 



He sleeps — the night wind o'er the battle field 

Is gently sighing ; 
Gently, though each breeze bear away 

Life from the dying. 

He sleeps, — though his dear and early friend 

A corpse lies by him ; 
Though the ravening vulture and screaming crow 

Are hovering nigh him. 

He sleeps, -^ where blood has been pour*d like rain, 

Another field before him ; 
And he sleeps as calm as his mother's eyes 

Were watching o'er him. 

To-morrow that youthful victor's name 

Will be proudly given. 
By the trumpet's voice, and the soldier's shout. 

To the winds of heaven. 
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Yet, life, how pitiful and how mean 

Thy noblest story ; 
When the high excitement of victory. 

The fulness of glory, 

Nor the sorrow felt for the friend of his youth. 

Whose corpse he's keeping. 
Can give his human weakness force 

To keep from sleeping ! 

And this is the sum of our mortal state. 

The hopes we number, — 
Feverish waking, danger^ death. 

And listless slumber. 
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There is no change upon the air, 

No record in the sky; 
No pall-like storm comes forth to shroud 

The jear about to die. 

A few light clouds are on the heaven, 

A few far stars are bright ; 
And the pale moon shines as she shines 

On manj a common night. 

Ah, not in heaven, but upon earth, 
Are signs of change exprest ; 

The closing year has left its mark 
On human brow and breast. 

How much goes with it to the grave 
Of life's most precious things ! 

Methinks each year dies on a pyre, 
Like the Assjrrian kings. 

Affections, friendships, confidence,— 
There's not a year hath died 

But all these treasures of the heart 
Lie with it side by side. 
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The wheels of time work heavily ; 

We marvel day by day 
To see how from the chain of life 

The gilding wears away. 

Sad the mere change of fortune's chance, 
And sad the friend unkind ; 

But what has sadness like the change 
That in ourselves we find? 

I've wept my castle in the dust, 

Wept o*er an alter'd brow ; 
'Tis far worse murmuring o'er those tears : 

Would I could weep them now I 

Oh, for mine early confidence, 
Which like that graceful tree 

Bent cordial, as if each approach 
Could but in kindness be I 

Then was the time the fairy Hope 

My future fortune told. 
Or Youth, the alchemist, that tum'd 

Whate'er he touch'd to gold. 

But Hope's sweet words can never be 
What they have been of yore : 
^ I am grown wiser, and believe 

In fairy tales no more. 
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And Youth has spent his wealth, and bought 

The knowledge he would fain 
Change for forgetfulness, and live 

His dreaming life again. 

I'm weary, weary : day-dreams, years, 

Tve seen alike depart. 
And sullen Care and Discontent 

Hang brooding o'er my heart. 

Another year, another year,— 

Alas I and must it be 
That Time's most dark and weary wheel 

Must turn again for me ? 

In vain I seek from out the past 

Some cherish'd wreck to save ; 
Affection, feeling, hope, are dead,— 

My heart is its own grave ! 



270 SONG. 



SONG. 

I PRAT thee let me weep to-night, 

'Tis rarely I am weeping ; 
Mj tears are buried in my heart, 

Like cave-lock'd fountains sleeping. 

But oh, to-night, those words of thine 
Have brought the past before me ; 

And shadows of long-vanish'd years 
Are passing sadly o'er me. 

The friends I loved in early youth. 

The faithless and forgetting, 
Whom, though they were not worth my love, 

I cannot help regretting ;— 

My feelings, once the kind, the warm. 

But now the hard, the frozen ; 
The errors Tve too long pursued. 

The path I should have chosen ; — 

The hopes that are like failing lights 

Around my paithway dying ; 
The consciousness none others rise. 

Their vacant place supplying;— 
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The knowledge by experience taught, 

The useless, the repelling ; 
For what avails to know how false 

Is all the charmer's telling ? 

I would give worlds, could I believe 

One half that is profess'd me ; 
Affection ! could I think it Thee, 

When Flattery has caress'd me ? 

I cannot bear to think of this, — 

Oh, leave me to my weeping ; 
A few tears for that grave my heart. 

Where hope in death is sleeping. 
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STANZAS 

TO THE 

AUTHOB OF « MONT BLANC," ** ADA," &c. 

Thy hands are fill'd with early flowers, 

Thy step is on the wind ; 
The innocent and keen delight 

Of youth is on thy mind ; — 
That glad fresh feeling that bestows 
Itself the pleasure which it knows, 

The pure, the undefined ; 
And thou art in that happy hour 
Of feeling's uncurb'd, early power. 

Yes, thou art very young, and youth. 
Like light, should round thee fling 

The sunshine thrown round morning's hour. 
The gladness given to spring : 

And yet upon thy brow is wrought 

The darkness of that deeper thought. 
Which future time should bring. 

What can have traced that shadowy line 

Upon a brow so young as thine ? 

'Tis written in thy large dark eyes, 

Fill'd with unbidden tears ; 
The passionate paleness on thy cheek. 

Belying thy few years. 
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A child, jet not the less thou art 
One of the gifted hand and heart. 
Whose deepest hopes and fears 
Are omen-like : the poet's dower 
Is even as the prophet's power. 

Thy image floats before my eyes, 

Thy book is on my knee ; 
Pm musing on what now thou art, 

And on what thou wilt be. 
Dangerous as a magic spell, 
Whose good or evil none may tell, 

The gift that is with thee ; 
For Genius, like all heavenly light. 
Can blast as well as bless the sight. 

Thou art now in thy dreaming time : 

The green leaves on the bough. 
The sunshine turning them to gold, 

Are pleasures to thee now ; 
And thou dost love the quiet night, 
The stars to thee are a delight ; 

And not a flower can grow. 
But brings before thy haunted glance 
The poet days of old romance. 

With thine " own people " dost thou dwell. 

And by thine own fireside ; 
And kind eyes keep o'er thee a watch. 
Their darling and their pride. 
VOL. n. T 
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I cannot choose but envy thee ; 
The Tcry name of home to me 

Has been from youth denied ; 
But yet it seems like sacred ground, 
By all earth's best affections bound. 

'Tis well for thee thou art not made 

Struggle like this to share ; 
HI might that gentle, loving heart 

The world's cold conflict bear ; 
Where selfish interest, falsehood, strife. 
Strain through their gladiatorial life ; 

Save that the false ones wear 
Seeming and softness and a smile, 
As if guilt were effaced by guile. 

I dare not speak to thee of fame, 

That madness of the soul^ 
Which fiings its life upon one cast. 

To reach ite desperate goal. 
Still the wings destined for the sky 
Will long their upward flight to try, 

And seek to dare the whole, 
Till, space and storm and sunshine past, 
Thou find'st thou art alone at last. 

But love will be thy recompense. 
The love that haunts thy line ; 

Ay, dream of love, but do not dream 
It ever will be thine. 

His shadow, not himself, will come ; 

Too spiritual to be his home. 
Thy heart is but his shrine ; 
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For vainest of all earthly things 
The poet's vain imaginings. 

Gro, still the throbbing of thy brow, 

The beating of thy heart ; 
Unstring thy lute, and close thy page, 

And choose an humbler part ; 
Turn not thy glistening eyes above, 
Dwell only in thy household love. 

Forgetting what thou art ; 
And yet life like what this must be 
Seems but a weary lot for thee. 

Or trust thee to thy soaring wing. 

Awake the gifted lay ; 
Fling life's more quiet happiness 

For its wild dreams away. 
'Tis a hard choice ; on either side 
Thy heart must with itself divide. 

Be thy doom what it may. 
Life's best to win, life's best to lose^ — 
The lot is with thee, maiden — choose. 

Ah no I — the choice is not thine own,— » 

The spirit will rebel ; 
The fire within the poet's heart 

Is fire unquenchable. 
Far may its usual curse depart. 
And light, but not consume, thy heart I 

Sweet minstrel, fare thee well ! 
And may for once the laurel wreath 
Not wither all that grows beneath ! 

T 2 
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THE MOUNTAIN GRAVE. 

She sate beside the rock from which arose 
A mountain rivulet's blue wanderings ; 
And there, with careless hand^ cast leaves and flowers 
To float upon the surface, or to sink 
As the wind listed, for she took no heed, 
Nor watch'd their progress. Suddenly she ceased, 
While pass'd a cloud across her deep-blue eyes : 
" Are ye not symbols of me, ye fair flowers ? 
Thus in mere recklessness my wilful hand 
Has wasted the whole beauty of a spring, 
And I have thrown your fragrant lives away 
In one vain moment^s idleness." 'Tis strange 
'How the heart, overpress'd with its own thoughts, — 
And what oppresses the young heart like love? — 
Grows superstitious, finds similitudes 
And boding fears in every change and chance. 
She bow'd her face upon her hands and wept, 
When suddenly her bright hair was flung back, 
Her cheek was tum'd to crimson, and the tears 
Lay like dew on the rose. " Mine Agatha I 
What ! weeping, love ? I am not late to-night ; 
Our meeting-star but trembles in the sky. 
In light as glistening as thine own sweet eyes.** 
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His words had a strange sound ; she had forgot 
Her sorrow and its cause in the deep joy 
His pipesence brought. She gazed upon his face, 
As if 'twould vanish if she did hot gaze; 
She stay'd her breath to listen to his words, 
Scarce daring credit her own happiness. 
There stood they, with the rich red light of eve 
Yet lingering, like a glory, on their heads. 
In the snow mirror of the mountain peak ; — 
A bright laburnum grew beside, — its boughs 
Flung over them a golden shower : the wave 
That wander'd at their feet was clear as Hope ; 
Their shapes were outlined in it ; and one star. 
Reflected too, shone like an augury 
Of good between them. — There they leant, while hours 
Pass'd, as time had no boundaries. O earth. 
Yet art thou touch'd by heaven, though only touch'd,— 
Thy pleasures are but rainbows, which unite 
The glad heavens with thee in their transient beauty, 
Then melt away again upon the clouds. 
O youth, and love, which is the light of youth. 
Why pass ye as the morning ? — life goes on, 
But like a bark that, first in carelessness, 
And afterwards in fear of each rough gale. 
Has flung her richest freightage overboard. 
Who is there, though young still, yet having lost 
The warmth, the freshness, morning's dew and light, 
Can bear to look back on their earlier houts. 
When faith made its own happiness, and the heart 
Was credulous of its delight, and gave 

T 3 
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Its best affections forth so trustiogly. 
Content to love, not doubting of return ? 

'Twas Agatha broke the sweet silence first : 
" My father told me he had seen to-daj 
The gathering, Herman, of your hardy troops : 
You led them, mounted on your snow-white steed. — 
He bade me fling to-night a double chain 
Of sighs and smiles, for the young warrior's truth 
Was sorely tried by absence. You will go. 
Like our bold river, into other lands, 
On its own proud free course; whilst I shall send 
After thee hopes and prayers, like the poor leaves 
That I have cast upon the waves to perish.*' 

She spoke in mirth; yet, as she spoke, her words 
Caught such a sadness in their omen tone, 
In silence Herman took her hand, and gazed 
Upon her face as he would picture it 
Within his inmost soul. A brow more fair 
Ne'er caught the silver softness (^ mopnlight. 
Her cheek was as the mirror of her heart, 
Eloquent in its blushes, and its hues 
Now varied like the evening's ;— but 'tis vain 
To dwell on youthful lovers' parting hour. 
A first farewell, with all its passionate words. 
Its lingering looks, its gushing tears, its hopes 
Scarcely distinguish'd from its fears, its vows, — 
They .are its least of suffering ; for the heart 
Feels that it needs them not, yet breathes them still, 
Making them oracles. But the last star 
Sinks down amid the mountains: — he must go; 
By daybreak will his gallant vassals look 
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To hear their chieftain's bugle. Watch'd she there 
His dark plume cast its shadow on the snows. 
His rapid foot bound on from crag to crag : — 
The rocks have hid him from her eager view, 
But still she hears the echo of his step, — 
That dies too into silence ; then she feels 
Her utter loneliness : — 'he is quite gone! 

Long days have pass'd — that evening star hath left 
Its throne of beauty on the snow-crown'd hill, 
Yielding its place to winter's thousand lights ; — 
Long days have pass'd:--^ again the twilight hour 
Smiles in the influence of that lovely star; 
The bright laburnum's golden wealth is heap'd. 
The spring's first treasure, and beneath its shade 
Rests Agatha alone : — what ! still alone? 

A few short words will tell what change has wrought 
In their once love : it is a history 
That would suit half mankind, in its first spring, — 
For the heart has its spring of bud and bloom. 
Even as has the year, — it found a home 
For all its young affections, gentle thoughts. 
In his true maiden's bosom ; and the life 
He dream'd of was indeed a dream — 'twas made 
Of quiet happiness : but forth he went 
Into the wild world's tumult. As the bloom 
Fades from the face of nature, so the gloss 
Of his warm feelings faded with their freshness ; 
Ambition took the place of Love, and Hope 
Fed upon fiery thoughts, aspiring aims ; 
And the bold warrior, favourite of his king, 
If that he thought of his first tenderness, 
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Thought of it but with scorn, or vain excuse, 
And in her uncomplaining silence read 
But what he wish'd, — oblivion ; and at last 
Her very name had faded, like the flower 
Which we have laid upon our heart, and there 
Have suffer'd it to die. A second spring 
Has loosed the snowy waters, and has fill'd 
The valleys with her joy; but, Agatha, 
It is not spring for thee ; it has not brought 
Its sunny beauty to thy deep-blue eyes. 
Its dew to freshen thy lips' languid rose, 
And its bloom is not for thy cheek. One year, 
And thou didst hide thy misery, and seem. 
With thy gay songs and smiles and gladsome words, 
Still in thine aged father's sight the same. 
His pride was wounded by young Herman's falsehood. 
But not his happiness ; and when he died. 
It was with blessings breathed in trusting hope 
Upon that dear child's head, whose tenderness 
Had made him half forget the path he trod 
Was hurrying to the grave. But he was dead, 
And Agatha stood in his lonely halls, 
An orphan, last of all her race and name, 
Without one tie of kindred or of love 
To bind her to the earth. Yet few there were 
That dream'd the hidden grief that lurk'd within. 
Too kind, too gentle, not to be beloved. 
Many a vassal mourn'd the coming death. 
Whose sign was written on his lady's cheek. 
She died in silence, without sign or word 
That might betray the memory of her fate ; 
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But when they heard her last request, to lie 
Beneath the shade of the laburnum tree, 
Which grew beside the mountain rivulet, 
Many a cheek grew red, and brow grew dark, 
And many a whisper'd word recalled the time 
When, in unworldly and in happy youth. 
The valley's chieftain and the mountain girl 
Made it their favourite haunt ; all call'd to mind. 
Then was the morning colour on her cheek. 
Then her life was as summer in its smile. 
And all felt, as they laid her in the grave. 
It was the lorn rest of the broken heart. 

Years pass'd : — the green moss had o'ergrown the stone 
Which mark'd the orphan maiden's lowly grave, 
When rode an armed train beside the stream. 
Why does One pause beneath the lonely tree. 
And watch the starlight fall on the white stone ? 
That martial step, that haughty brow, so traced 
With lines of the world's warfare, are not such 
As linger with a ready sympathy 
O'er the foot-prints of sorrow ; yet that cheek 
Was startled into paleness as he read 
Agatha! — and the mossy date which told 
She had been tenant of that tomb for years. 
Herman, — for he it was had sought the vale. 
But upon warlike mission, — if he thought 
Of his once love, it was but how to shun 
The meek reproaching of her mournful eye, 
Or else to think she had, like him, forgot. 
But dead ! — so young ! — he had not dream'd of this. — 
He knelt him dowu^ and like a child he wept : — 
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Gentle affections struggled with, subdued — 
Tenderness, long forgotten, now burst forth 
Like rain-drops from the summer sky. Those tears 
Pass'd, and their outward trace ; but in his heart 
A fountain had sprung up which dried no more. 

He went on in his course, proud, bold, and never 
The name of Agatha fell from his lips. 
But he died early, and in his last field 
He pray'd the brother of his arms to take 
His heart, and lay it in the distant grave 
Where Agatha was sleeping. 
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THE SOLDIER'S GRAVE. 

There's a white stone placed upon yonder tomb, 

Beneath is a soldier lying : 
The death wound came amid sword and plume, 

When banner and ball were flying. 

Yet now he sleeps, the turf on his breast, 

By wet wild flowers surrounded ; 
The church shadow falls o'er his place of rest, 

Where the steps of his childhood bounded. 

There were tears that fell from manly eyes, 
There washwoman's gentler weeping, 

And the wailing of age, and infant cries^ 
O'er the grave where he lies sleeping. 

He had left his home in his spirit's pride. 
With his father's sword and blessing ; 
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He stood with the valiant side by side, 
His country's wrongs redressing. 

He came again in the light of his fame, 
When the red campaign was over : 

One heart, that in secret had kept his name, 
Was claim'd by the soldier lover. 

But the cloud of strife came upon the sky ; 

He left his sweet home for battle. 
And his young child's lisp for the loud war-cry 

And the cannon's long death-rattle. 

He came again, — but an alter 'd man : 
The path of the grave was before him. 

And the smile that he wore was cold and wan, 
For the shadow of death hung o'er him. 

He spoke of victory, — spoke of cheer : — 
These are words that are vainly spoken 

To the childless mother or orphan's ear, 
Or the widow whose heart is broken. 

A helmet and sword are engraved on the stone. 

Half hidden by yonder willow : 
There he sleeps, whose death in battle was won, 

But who died on his own home-pillow ! 
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Another day — another day, 

And yet he comes not nigh ; 
I look amid the dim blue hills, 

Yet nothing meets mine eye. 

I hear the rush of mountain-streams 

Upon the echoes borne ; 
I hear the singing of the birds, — 

But not my hunter's horn. 

The eagle sails in darkness past. 
The watchful chamois bounds ; 

But what I look for comes not near, — 
My Ulric's hawk and hounds. 

Three times I thus have watch'd the snow 

Grow crimson with the stain 
The setting sun threw o'er the rock. 

And I have watch'd in vain. 

I love to see the graceful bow 

Across his shoulder slung, — 
I love to see the golden horn 

Beside his baldric hung. 
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I love his dark hounds, and I love 
His falcon's sweeping flight ; 

I love to see his manly cheek 
With mountain-colours bright. 

I've waited patiently, but now 
Would that the chase were o'er : 

Well may he love the hunter's toil, 
But he should love me more. 

Why stays he thus ? — he would be here 
If his love equall'd mine ; — 

Methinks had I one fond caged dove, 
I would not let it pine. 

But, hark ! what are those ringing steps 

That up the valley come ? 
I see his hounds, — ^I see himself, <— - 

My Ulric, welcome home I 
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WHEN SHOULD LOVERS BREATHE 

TBEJR VOWS ? 

When should lovers breathe their vows? 

When should ladies hear them ? 
When the dew is on the boughs, 

When none else are near them ; 
When the moon shines cold and pale, 

When the birds are sleeping, 
When no voice is on the gale. 

When the rose is weeping ; 
When the stars are bright on high, 

Like hopes in young Love's dreaming, 
And glancing round the light clouds fly. 

Like soft fears, to shade their beaming. 
The fairest smiles are those that live 

On the brow by starlight wreathing ; 
And the lips their richest incense give 

When the sigh is at midnight breathing. 
Oh, softest is the cheek's love-ray 

When seen by moonlight hours, 
Other roses seek the day. 

But blushes are night-flowers. 
Oh, when the moon and stars are bright, 

When the dew-drops glisten. 
Then their vows should lovers plight, 

Then should ladies listen! 
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THE SOLDIER'S FUNERAL. 

And the muffled drum roU'd on the air. 
Warriors with stately step were there ; 
On every arm was the black crape bound. 
Every carbine was tum*d to the ground : 
Solemn the sound of their measured tread, 
As silent and slow they foUow'd the dead. 
The riderless horse was led in the rear, 
There were white plumes waving over the bier; 
Helmet and sword were laid on the pall. 
For it was a soldier's funeral. 

That soldier had stood on the battle-plain. 
Where every step was over the slain : 
But the brand and the ball had pass'd him by, 
And he came to his native land to die. 
'Twas hard to come to that native land. 
And not clasp one familiar hand ! 
'Twas hard to be number'd amid the dead, 
Or ere he could hear his welcome said ! 
But 'twas something to see its cliffs once more, 
And to lay his bones on his own loved shore ; 
To think that the friends of his youth might weep 
O'er the green |;rass turf of the soldier's sleep. 
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The bugles ceased their wailing sound 
As the coffin was lower'd into the ground ; 
A volley was fired, a blessing said, 
One moments pause — and thej left the dead ! 
I saw a poor and an aged man. 
His step was feeble, his lip was wan : 
He knelt him down on the new-raised mound, 
His face was bow*d on the cold damp ground, 
He raised his head, his tears were done, — 
The father had pra/d o'er his only son ! 



LINES 



WRITTEN UNDER A PICTURE OF A GIRL BURNING 

A LOVE LETTER. 

The lines were fiU'd with many a tender thing, 
All the ImpaBslon'd heart's fond commaning. 

I TOOK the scroll : I could not brook 

An eye to gaze on it saye mine ; 
I could not bear another's look 

Should dwell upon one thought of thine. 
My lamp was burning by my side, 

I held thy letter to the flame, 
I mark'd the blaze swift o'er it glide. 

It did not even spare thy name. 
Soon the light from the embers past, 

I felt so sad to see it die. 
So bright at first, so dark at last, 

I fear'd it was love's history. 
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ARION: 



A TAJ.E. 



The winds are high, the clouds are dark, 
But stay not thou for storm, my bark ; 
What is the song of love to me, 
Unheard, my sweet Egl^ by thee ? 
Fair lips may smile, and eyes may shine ; 
But lip nor eye will be like thine, 
And every blush that mantles here 
But images one more bright and more dear. 
My spirit of song is languid and dead, 
If not at thine altar of beauty fed. 
Again I must listen thy gentle tone, 
And make its echo in music my own *, 
Again I must look on thy smile divine. 
Again I must see the red flowers twine 
Around my harp, enwreath'd by thine hand. 
And waken its chords at my love's command. — 
I have dwelt in a distant but lovely place. 
And worshipp'd many a radiant face ; 
And sipp'd the flowers from the purple wine. 
But they were not so sweet as one kiss of thine. 
I have wander'd o'er land, I have wander'd o'er sea, 
But my heart has ne'er wander'd, EoLiE, from thee.- 
And, Greece, my own, my glorious land ! 
I will take no laurel but from thy hand. 
What is the light of a poet's name. 
If it is not his country that hallows his fame t 
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Where may he look for guerdon so fair 

As the honour and praise that await him there ? 

His name will be lost and his grave forgot, 

If the tears of his country preserve them not I . • 

. . . He laid him on the deck to sleep, 

And pleasant was his rest, and deep ; 

He heard familiar voices speak, 

He felt his love's breath on his cheek : 

He look'd upon his own blue skies, 

He saw his native temples rise : 

Even in dreams he wept to see 

What he had loved so tenderly. 

The sailors look'd within the hold, 

And envied him his shining gold ; 

They waked him, bade him mark the wave 

And said 'twas for Abion's grave ! 

He watch*d each dark face that appeared. 

And saw each heart with gold was sear'd, 

Then roused his spirit's energy. 

And stood prepared in pride to die I 

He cast one look upon his lyre — 

He felt his heart and hand on fire. 

And pra/d the slaves to let him pour 

His spirit in its song once more I 

He sung, — the notes at first were low. 

Like the whispers of love, or the breathings of woe : 

The waters were hush'd, and the winds were stay'd. 

As he sang his farewell to his Lesbian maid I 

Even his murderers paused and wept. 

But look'd on the gold and their purpose kept. 
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More proudly he swept the chords along, 

'Twas the stirring burst of a battle song— ^ 

And with the last close of his martial strain 

He plunged with his lyre in the deep blue main ! 

. . . The tempest has burst from its blacken'd dwelling, 

The lightning is flashing, the waters are swelling 

In mountains crested with foam and with froth, 

And the wind has rush'd like a giant forth ; 

The deck is all spray, the mast is shattered, 

The sails, like the leaves in the autumn, are scatter'd : 

The mariners pale with fear, for a grave 

Is in the dark bosom of every wave* 

The billows rush'd — one fearful cry 

Is heard of human agony ! 

Another swell -^ no trace is seen 

Of what upon its breast has been ! . • . • 

But who is he, who o'^ the sea 

Rides like a god, triumphantly, 

Upon a dolphin ? All is calm 

Around — the air he breathes is balm, 

And quiet as beneath the sky 

Of his own flowery Arcady ; 

And all grows peaceful, as he rides 

His dolphin through the glassy tides ; 

And ever as he music drew 

From his sweet harp, a brightening hue^ 

Like rainbow tints, a gentle bound, 

Told how the creature loved the sound. 

AmoK, some god has watch'd over thee. 

And saved thee alike from man and the sea. 
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The night came on, a summer night, 

With snowy clouds and soft starlight ; 

And glancing meteors, like the flash 

Sent from a Greek girl's dark eyelash 

O'er a sky as blue as her own blue eyes, 

Borne by winds as perfumed and light as her sighs. 

The zenith moon was shedding her light 

In the silence and glory of deep midnight. 

When the voice of singing was heard from afar, 

Like the music that echoes a falling star ; 

And presently came gliding by 

The Spirit of the melody : 

A radiant shape, her long gold hair 

Flew like a banner on the air, 

Save one or two bright curls that fell 

Like gen)s upon a neck whose swell 

Rose like the dove's, when its mate's caress 

Is smoothing the soft plumes in tenderness; 

And one arm, white as the sea-spray. 

Amid the chords of music lay. 

She swept the strings, and fix'd the while 

Her dark eye's wild luxuriant smile 

Upon Arion ; and her lip^ 

Like the first spring-rose that the bee can sip, 

Curl'd half in the pride of its loveliness, 

And half with a love-sigh's voluptuousness. 

There is a voice of music swells 

In the ocean's coral groves ; 
Sweet is the harp in the pearly cells, 

Where the step of the sea-maid roves. 
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The angrj storm when it rolls above. 

At war with the foaming wave. 
Is soft and low as the voice of love, 

Ere it reach her sparry cave. 
When the sun seeks his glorious rest, 

And his beams o'er ocean fall. 
The gold and the crimson, spread on the west. 

Brighten her crystal hall. 
The sands of amber breathe perfhmes, 

Gemm'd with pearls like tears of snow, 
Around in wreaths the white sea-flowers bloom, 

The waves in music flow. 
Child of the lyre ! is not this a spot 

That would suit a minstrel well ? 
Then haste thee and share the sea-maid's lot, 

Her love, and her spar-built cell. 

Abion scarcely heard the strain. 
Her song was lost, her smile was vain ; 
He had a charm, all charms above. 
To guard his heart — the charm of love. 
He floated on. The morning came, 
With lip of dew and cheek of flame; 
He look'd upon his native shore, 
His voyage, his perilous voyage, is o'er. 
There stood a temple by the sea, 
Raised to its queen, Amfhitrite : 
Arion enter'd, and kneeling there 
He saw a girl, like spring-day fair, 
Feeding with incense the sacred flame. 
And he heard her hymn, and it breathed his name. 
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Oh, Love ! a whole life is not worth this bliss — 
EGLiB has met her Abion's kiss I — 
They raised an altar upon the sea-shore, 
And every spring they cover'd it o'er 
With fruits of the wood and flowers of the field, 
And the richest perfumes that the East could yield ; 
And as the waves roll'd, they knelt by the side, 
And pour'd their hymn to the Queen of the Tide. 



MANMADIN, THE INDIAN CUPID, 

FLOATING DOWN THE GANGES.* 

There is darkness on the sky, 
And the troubled waves run high. 
And the lightning flash is breaking. 
And the thunder peal is waking ; 
Reddening meteors, strange and bright^ 
Cross the rainbow's timid light. 
As if mingled hope and fear. 
Storm and sunshine, shook the sphere. 
Tempest winds rush fierce along, 
Bearing yet a sound of song. 
Music's on the tempest's wing, 
Wafting thee, young Manhadin! 

* Camdeo, or Manmadin, the Indian Cupid, is pictored in Acker- 
mann*s pretty work on Hindostan in another form. He is riding a 
green parrot, his bow of sugar-cane, the cord of bees, and his arrows 
all sorts of flowers : but one alone is headed, and the head covered 
with honey-comb. 



MANMADIN« 301 

Pillow'd on a lotus flower 
Gathered in a summer hour, 
Bides he o'er the mountain wave 
Which would be a tall ^ip's grave ! 
At his back his bow is slung, 
Sugar-cane, with wild bees strung, — 
Bees bom with the buds of spring, 
Yet with each a deadly sting ; — 
Grasping in his infant hand 
Arrows in their silken band. 
Each made of a signal flower, 
Emblem of its varied power ; 
Some form'd of the silver leaf 
Of the almond, bright and brief. 
Just a frail and lovely thing. 
For but one hour's flourishing ; 
Others, on whose shaft there glows 
The red beauty of the rose ; 
Some in spring's half-folded bloom. 
Some in summer's full perfume ; 
Some with wither'd leaves and sere. 
Falling with the falling year ; 
Some bright with the rainbow-dyes 
Of the tulip's vanities; 
Some, bound with the lily's bell, 
Breathe of love that dares not tell 
Its sweet feelings ; the dark leaves 
Of the esignum, which grieves 
Droopingly, round some were bound ; 
Others were with tendrils wound 
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Of the green and laughing vine, — 
And the barb was dipp'd in wine. 
But all these are summer ills, 
Like the tree whose stem distils 
Balm beneath its pleasant shade 
In the wounds its thorns have made. 
Though the flowers may fade and die, 
'Tis but a light penalty. 
All these bloom-clad darts -are meant 
But for a short-lived content I 
Yet one arrow has a power 
Lasting till life's latest hour — 
Weary day and sleepless night, 
Lightning gleams of fierce delight, 
Fragrant and yet poison'd sighs. 
Agonies and ecstasies ; 
Hopes, like fires amid the gloom, 
Lighting only to consume ! 
Happiness one hasty draught, 
And the lip has venom quafi^'d. 
Doubt, despairing, crime, and craft. 
Are upon that honied shaft ! 
It has made the crowned king 
Crouch beneath his suffering ; 
Hade the beauty's cheek more pale 
Than the foldings of her veil ; 
Like a child the soldier kneel 
Who had mock'd at flame or steel ; 
Bade the fires of genius turn 
On their own breasts, and there burn ; 



THE FEMALE CONVICT. 303 

A wound, a blight^ a curse, a doom, 
Bowing young hearts to the tomb ! 
Well may storm be on the sky. 
And the waters roll on high. 
When Mai^madin passes by. 
Earth below, and heaven above, 
Well may bend to thee, O Love ! 



THE FEMALE CONVICT.* 

She shrank from all, and her silent mood 
Made her wish only for solitude : 
Her eye sought the ground, as it could not brook, 
For innermost shame, on another's to look ; 
And the cheerings of comfort fell on her ear - 
Like deadliest words, that were curses to hear ! — 
She still was young, and she had been fair ; 
But weather-stains, hunger, toil, and care. 
That frost and fever that wear the heart, 
Had made the colours of youth depart 
From the sallow cheek, save over it came 
The burning flush of the spirit's shame. 

They were sailing o'er the salt sea foam, 
Far from her country, far from her home ; 
And all she had left for her friends to keep 
Was a name to hide, and a memory to weep ! 

* Suggested by the interesting description in the Memoirs of John 
Nicol, mariner, quoted in the Beview of the Literary Gazette, 
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And her future held forth but the felon's lot» 
To live forsaken — to die forgot ! 
She could not weep, and she could not praj, 
But she wasted and wither'd from daj to day, 
Till you might have counted each sunken vein 
When her wrist was press'd by the iron chain ; 
And sometimes I thought her large dai^ eye 
Had the glisten of red insanity. 

She call'd me once to her sleeping-place ; 
A strange, wild look was upon her face. 
Her eye flash'd over her cheek so white, 
Like a gravestone seen in the pale moonlight. 
And she spoke in a low, unearthly tone — 
The sound from mine ear hath never gone ! 
'^ I had last night the loveliest dream : 
My own land shone in the summer beam, 
I saw the fields of the golden grain, 
I heard the reaper's harvest strain ; 
There stood on the hills the green pine-tree. 
And the thrush and the lark sang merrily. 
A long and a weary way I had come ; 
But I stopp'd, methought, by mine own sweet home. 
I stood by the hearth, and my father sat there, 
With pale, thin face, and snow-white hair ! 
The Bible lay open upon his knee, 
But he closed the book to welcome me. 
He led me next where my mother lay, 
And together we knelt by her grave to pray, 
And heard a hymn it was heaven to hear, 
For it echoed one to my young days dear. 
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This dream has waked feelings long, long since Hed ; 

And hopes which I deem'd in my heart were dead ! 

— We have not spoken, but still I have hung 

On the northern accents that dwell on thy tongue ; 

To me they are music, to me they recall 

The things long hidden by memory's pall ! 

Take this long curl of yellow hair, 

And give it my father, and tell him my prayer, 

My dying prayer, was for him." . . . 

Next day 
Upon the deck a coffin lay ; 
They raised it up, and like a dirge 
The heavy gale swept o'er the surge ; 
The corpse was cast to the wind and wave — 
The convict has found in the green sea a grave. 



THE PAINTER'S LOVE. 

Your skies are blue, your sun is bright ; 
But sky nor sun has that sweet light 
Which gleam'd upon the summer sky 
Of my own lovely Italy I 
'Tis long since I have breathed the air 
Which, fill'd with odours, floated there, — 
Sometimes in sleep a gale sweeps by, 
Rich with the rose and myrtle's sigh ; — 
'Tis long since I have seen the vine 
With Autumn's topaz clusters shine, 
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And watch'd the laden branches bending. 

And heard the vintage songs ascending; 

'Tis very long since I have seen 

The ivy's death-wreath, cold and green, 

Hung round the old and broken stone 

Raised by the hands npw dead and gone I 

I do remember one lone spot, 

By most unnoticed or forgot — 

Would that I too recall'd it not ! 

It was a little temple, gray, 

With half its pillars worn away. 

No roof left, but one cypress-tree 

Flinging its branches mournfully : 

In ancient days this was a shrine 

For goddess or for nymph divine. 

And sometimes I have dream'd I heard 

A step soft as a lover's word, 

And caught a perfume on the air. 

And saw a shadow gliding fair, 

Dim, sad as if it came to sigh 

O'er thoughts, and things, and time pass'd by I 

On one side of the temple stood 

A deep and solitary wood. 

Where chestnuts reared their giant length, 

And mock'd the fallen columns' strength ; 

It was the lone wood-pigeon's home^ 

And flocks of them would ofttimes come 

And, lighting on the temple, pour 

A cooing dirge to days no more ! 

And by its side there was a lake 

With only snow-white swans to break, 
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With ebon feet and silver wing, 

The quiet waters' glittering. 

And when sometimes, as eve closed in, 

I waked mj lonely mandolin, 

The gentle birds came gliding near. 

As if thej loved that song to hear. 

'Tis past, 'tis past, my happiness 
Was all too pure and passionless ! 
I waked from calm and pleasant dreams 
To watch the morning's earliest gleams, 
Wandering with light feet 'mid the dew, 
Till mj cheek caught its rosj hue ; 
And when uprose the bright-eyed moon, 
I sorrow'd day was done so soon ; 
Save that I loved the sweet starlight, 
The soft, the happy sleep of night ! 

Time has changed since, and I have wept 
The day away ; and when I slept, 
My sleeping eyes ceased not their tears ; 
And jealousies, griefs, hopes, and fears, 
Even in slumber held their reign. 
And gnaw'd my heart, and rack'd my brain! 
Oh much,— most withering 'tis to feel 
The hours like guilty creatures steal, 
To wish the weary day was past. 
And yet to have no hope at last ! 
All's in that curse, aught else above. 
That fell on me— betrayed love I 
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There was a stranger sought our land, 
A youth, who with a painter's hand 
Traced our sweet valleys and our vine»y 
The moonlight on the ruin'd shrines, 
And DOW and then the brow of pearl 
And black eyes of the peasant girl : 
"We met and loved — ah ! even now 
My pulse throbs to recall that vow 
Our first kiss seaVd ! We stood beneath 
The cypress-tree's funereal wreath, 
That temple's roof. But what thought I 
Of aught like evil augury ! 
I only felt his burning sighs, 
I only look'd within his eyes, 
I saw no dooming star above, 
There is such happiness in love ! 
I left, with him, my native shore. 
Not as a bride who passes o'er 
Her father's threshold with his blessing. 
With flowers strewn and friends caressing, 
Kind words, and purest hopes, to cheer 
The bashfulness of maiden fear ; 
But I — I fled as culprits fly, 
By night, watch'd only by one eye. 
Whose look was all the world to me. 
And it met mine so tenderly, 
I thought not of the days to come, 
I thought not of my own sweet home. 
Nor of mine aged father's sorrow, — 
Wild love takes no thought for to-morrow. 
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I left my home, and I was left 
A stranger in his land, bereft 
Of even hope ; there was not one 
Familiar face to look upon. — 
Their speech was strange. This penalty 
Was meet ; but surely not from thee, 
False love ! — 'twas not for thee to break 
The heart but sullied for thy sake ! — 

I could have wish'd once more to see 
Thy green hills, loveliest Italy ! 
I could have wish*d yet to have hung 
Upon the music of thy tongue ; 
I could have wish'd thy flowers to bloom, 
Thy cypress planted, by my tomb ! 
This wish is vain, my grave must be* 
Far distant from my own country ! 
I must rest here. — Oh lay me then 
By the white church in yonder glen ; 
Amid the darkening elms, it seems, 
Thus silvered over by the beams 
Of the pale moon, a very shrine 
For wounded hearts — it shall be mine ! 
There is one comer, green and lone, 
A dark yew over it has thrown 
Long, night-like boughs ; 'tis thickly set 
With primrose and with violet. 
Their bloom's now past ; but in the spring 
They will be sweet and glistening. 
There is a bird, too, of your clime, 
That sings there in the winter time; 
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Mj funeral hymn his song will be, 

Which there are none to chant, save he. 

And let there be memorial none. 

No name upon the cold white stone : 

The only heart where I would be 

Remember'd, is now dead to me ! 

I would not even have him weep 

O'er his Italian love's last sleep. 

Oh, tears are a most worthless token 

When hearts they would have soothed are broken! 



INEZ. 



Alas ! that clouds slioold ever steal 

O'er Love's delicious sky ; 
That ever Lore's sweet Up should feel 

Aught but the gentlest sigh ! 

Lore is a pearl of purest hue^ 

But stormy waves are roimd it ; 
And dearly may a woman rue 

The hour that first she found it. 

The lips that breathed this song were fair 

As those the rose-touch'd Houries wear. 

And dimpled by a smile, whose spell 

Not even sighs could quite dispel ; 

And eyes of that dark azure light 

Seen only at the deep midnight ; 

A cheek, whose crimson hues seem'd caught 

From the first tint by April brought 

To the peach-bud ; and clouds of curl 

Over a brow of blue-vein'd pearl, 
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Falling like sunlight, just one shade 

Of chestnut on its golden braid. 

Is she not all too fair to weep ? 

Those young eyes should be closed in sleep. 

Dreaming those dreams the moonlight brings, 

When the dew fails and the nightingale sings : 

Dreams of a word, of a look, of a sigh. 

Till the cheek bums and the heart beats high. 

But Inez sits and weeps in her bower, 

Pale as the gleam on the white orange-flower, 

And counting the wearying moments o'er 

For his return, who returns no more I 

There was a time — a time of bliss, — 
When to have met his Inez' kiss, 
To but look in her deep blue eye. 
To breathe the air sweet with her sigh, 
Young Juan would have urged his steed 
With the lightning of a lover's speed, — 
Ere she should have shed one single tear. 
He had courted danger, and smiled at fear ; 
But he had parted in high disdain, 
And sworn to dash from his heart the chain 
Of one who, he said, was too light to be 
Holy and pure in her constancy. 
Alas ! that woman, not content 
With her peculiar element 
Of gentle love, should ever try 
The meteor spells of vanity ! 
Her world should be of love alone. 
Of one fond heart, and only one. 
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For heartless flattery, and sighs 

And looks false as the rainbow's dyes, • 

Are very worthless. And that morn 

Had Juan from his Inez borne 

All woman's prettiness of scorn ; 

Had watch'd for her averted eye 

In vain, — had seen a rival nigh 

And smiled upon : he wildly swore 

To look on the false one no more^ 

Who thus could trifle, thus could break 

A fond heart for the triumph's sake. — 

And yet she loved him, — oh! how well, 

Let woman's own fond spirit tell. 

When the warriors met in their high career, 

Went not her heart along with his spear ? 

The dance seem'd sad, and the festival dim, 

If her hand was unclaim'd by him ; 

Waked she her lute if it breathed not his name ? 

Lay she in dreams, but some thought of him came ? 

No flowers, no smiles, were on life's dull tide, 

When Juan was not by his Inez' side. 

And yet they parted ! Still there clings 

An earth-stain to the fairest things ; \ 

And love, that most delicious gift 

Upon life's shrine of sorrow left. 

Has its own share of suffering : 

A shade falls from its radiant wing, 

A spot steals o'er its sunny brow. 

Fades the rose-lip*s witching glow. 

'Tis well, — for earth were too like heaven. 

If length of life to love were given. . 
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He has left the land of the chestnut and lime 
For the cedar and rose of a southern clime, 
With a pilgrim's vow and a soldier's brand, 
To fight in the wars of the Holy Land. 
No colours are placed on his helm beside, 
No lady's scarf o'er his neck is tied, 
A dark plume alone does young Juan wear : — 
Look where warriors are thickest, that plume will be there. 
But what has fame to do with one 
Whose light and hope of fame are gone ? 
Oh, fame is as the moon above. 
Whose sun of light and life is love. 
There is more in the smile of one gentle eye 
Than the thousand pages of history ; 
There is more in the spell of one slight gaze, 
Than the loudest plaudits the crowd can raise. 
Take the gems in glory's coronal. 
And one smile of beauty is worth them all. 

He was not lonely quite, — a shade, 
A dream, a fancy, round him play'd ; 
Sometimes low, at the twilight hour. 
He heard a voice like that whose power 
Was on his heart : it sang a strain 
Of those whose love was fond, yet vain: 
Sweet like a dream, — yet none might say 
Whose was the voice, or whose the lay 
And once, when worn with toil and care. 
All that the soldier has to bear. 
With none to soothe and none to bless 
His hour of sickly loneliness, 
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When, waked to consciousness again, 
The fire gone from his heart and brain. 
He could remember some fair thing 
Around his pillow hovering ; 
Of white arms in whose clasp he slept ; 
Of young blue eyes that o'er him wept ; 
How, when on the parch'd lip and brow 
Burnt the red fever's hottest glow. 
Some one had brought dew of the spring, 
With woman's own kind solacing. 
And he had heard a voice, whose thrill 
Was echoed by his bosom still. 
It was not hers — it could but be 
A dream, the fever's fantaEde. . • . 

Deadly has been the fight to-day ; 
But now the infidels give way^ 
And cimetar and turban'd band 
Scatter before the foeman's hand ; 
And in the rear, with sword and spur. 
Follows the Christian conqueror. 
And one dark chief rides first of all— 
A warrior at his festival — 
Chasing his prey, till none are near 
To aid the single soldier's spear. 
Save one slight boy. Of those who flew. 
Three turn, the combat to renew : 
They fly, but death is on the field — 
That page's breast was Juan's shield. 
He bore the boy where, in the shade 
Of the green palm, a fountain made 
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Its pleasant music ; tenderly 

He laid his head upon his knee, 

And from the dented helm unroll'd 

The blood-stain'd curls of summer gold. 

Elnew he not then those deep-blue eyes, 

That lip of rose, and smiles, and sighs ? 

His Inez I — his ! — could this be her, — 

Thus for his sake a wanderer I — 

He spoke not — moved not — but sate there, 

A statue in his cold despair. 

Watching the lip and cheek decay^ 

As faded life's last hue away, 

While she lay sweet and motionless, 

As only faint with happiness. 

At length she spoke, in that sweet tone 

Woman and love have for their own : 

'* This is what I have pray'd might be — 

Has death not seal'd my truth to thee ?" . . . 

A cypress springs by yonder grare. 
And music from the fountain wave 
Sings its low dirge to the pale rose 
That, near, in lonely beauty blows. 
Two lovers sleep beneath. Oh, sweet, 
Even in the grave, it is to meet ; 
Sweet even the death-couch of stone. 
When shared with some beloved one ; 
And sweeter than life the silent rest 
Of Inez on her Juan's breast. 
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THE OAK. 

. . . It is the last survivor of a race 

Strong in their forest-pride when I was young. 

I can remember when, for miles around, 

In place of those smooth meadows and corn-fields, 

There stood ten thousand tall and stately trees, 

Such as had braved the winds of March, the bolt 

Sent by the summer lightning, and the snow 

Heaping for weeks their boughs. Even in the depth 

Of hot July the glades were cool ; the grass. 

Yellow and parch'd elsewhere, grew long and fresh. 

Shading wild strawberries and violets. 

Or the lark's nest ; and overhead the dove 

Had her lone dwelling, paying for her home 

With melancholy songs ; and scarce a beech 

Was there without a honeysuckle link'd 

Around, with its red tendrils and pink flowers ; 

Or girdled by a briar rose, whose buds 

Yield- fragrant harvest for the honey-bee. 

There dwelt the last red deer, those antler'd kings. . . 

But this is as a dream, — the plough has pass'd 

Where the stag bounded, and the day has look'd 

On the green twilight of the forest trees. 

This oak has no companion ! . . . 
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THE VIOLET. 

Violets ! — deep-blue violets ! 

Aprirs loveliest coronets ! 

There are no flowers grow in the vale, 

Kiss'd by the dew, woo'd by the gale, — 

None by the dew of the twilight wet, 

So sweet as the deep-blue violet ! 

I do remember how sweet a breath 

Came with the azure light of a wreath 

That hung round the w^ild harp's golden chords, 

"Which rang to my dark-eyed lover's words. 

I have seen that dear harp roU'd 

With gems of the East and bands of gold ; 

But it never was sweeter than when set 

With leaves of the deep-blue violet! 

And when the grave shall open for me, — 

I care not how soon that time may be, — 

Never a rose shall grow on that tomb, 

It breathes too much of hope and of bloom ; 

But there be that flower's meek regret, 

The bending and deep-blue violet I 
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CHANGE. 

And this is what is left of youth I . . . 

There were two boys, who were bred up together. 

Shared the same bed, and fed at the same board ; 

Each tried the other's sport, from their first chace, 

Young hunters of the butterfly and bee. 

To when they followed the fleet hare, and tried 

The swiftness of the bird. They lay beside 

The silver trout stream, watching as the sun 

Play'd on the bubbles : shared each in the store 

Of cither's garden : and together read 

Of him, the master of the desert isle. 

Till a low hut, a gun, and a canoe^ 

Qpunded their wishes. Or if ever came 

A thought of future days, 'twas but to say 

That they would share each other's lot, and dp 

Wonders, no doubt. But this was vain : they parted 

With promises of long remembrance, words 

Whose kindness was the heart's, and those warm tears, 

Hidden like shame by the young eyes which shed them. 

But which are thought upon in after-years 

As what we would give worlds to shed once more. 

They met again^ — but different from themselves, 
At least what each remember'd of themselves : 
The one proud as a soldier of his rank. 
And of his many battles : and the other 
Proud of his Indian wealth, and of the skill 
And toil which gather'd it ; eaph with a brow 
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And heart alike darken'd bj years and care. 
They met with cold words, and yet colder looks : 
Each was changed in himself, and yet each thought 
The other only changed, himself the same. 
And coldness bred dislike, and rivalry 
Came like the pestilence o'er some sweet thoughts 
That lingered yet, healthy and beautiful. 
Amid dark and unkindly ones. And they, 
Whose boyhood had not known one jarring wor^ 
Were strangers in their age : if their eyes met, 
'Twas but to look contempt, and when they spoke. 
Their speech was wormwood ! . . . 
.... And this, this is life ! 



THE GREY CROSS. 

A OBEY cross stands beneath yon old beech-tree ; 
It marks a soldier's and a maiden's grare : 
Around it is a grove of orange-trees, 
With silver blossoms and with golden fruit. 
It was a Spaniard, whom he saved from death, 
Raised that cross o'er the gallant Englishman. 

He left home a young soldier, full of hope 
And enterprise I — he fell in his first field ! 
There came a lovely pilgrim to his tomb. 
The blue-eyed girl, his own betrothed bride, — 
Pale, delicate, — one looking as the gale 
That bow'd the rose could sweep her from the earth. 
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Yet she had left her home, where every look 

Had been -watch'd, oh, so tenderly ! — and miles, 

Long weary miles, had wander"d. When she came 

To the dim shadow of the aged beech, 

She was worn to a shadow ; colourless 

The cheek once dyed by her own mountain-rose. 

She reach'd the grave, and died upon the sod ! 

They laid her by her lover : — and her tale 

Is often on the songs that the guitar 

Echoes in the lime valleys of Castile ! 
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I LOOK*D upon his brow, — no sign 

Of guilt or fear was there ; 
He stood as proud by that death-shrine 

As even o'er Despair 
He had a power; in his eye 
There was a quenchless energy, 

A spirit that could dare 
The deadliest form that Death could take. 
And dare it for the daring's sake. 

He stood, the fetters on his hand, — 

He raised them haughtily ; 
And had that grasp been on the brand. 

It could not wave on high 
With freer pride than it waved now. 
Around he look'd with changeless brow 

On many a torture nigh : 
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The rack, the chain, the axe, the wheel. 
And, worst of all, his own red steel. 

I saw him once before; he rode 

Upon a coal-black steed. 
And tens of thousands throng'd the road 

And bade their warrior speed. 
His helm, his breast-plate, were of gold, 
And graved with many a dent that told 

Of many a soldier's deed ; 
The sun shone on his sparkling mail, 
And danced his snow -plume on the gale. 

But now he stood chain'd and alone. 

The he&dsman by his side, 
The plume, the helm, tlie charger, gone ; 

The sword which had defied 
The mightiest, lay broken near ; 
And yet no sign or sound of fear 

Came from that lip of pride ; 
And never king or conqueror's brow 
Wore higher look than his did now. 

He bent beneath the headsman's stroke 

With an uncover'd eye ; 
A wild shi»ut from the numbers broke 

Who throng'd to see him die. 
It was a people's loud acclaim. 
The voice of anger and of shame, 

A nation's funeral cry, 
Rome's wail above her only son. 
Her patriot and her latest one. 
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ON A STAR. 

Beautiful star, that art wandering through 

The midnight ocean's waves of blue ! 

I have watch'd since thy first pale ray 

Eose on the farewell of summer's day, — 

From thy first sweet shine on the twilight hour, 

To thy present blaze of beauty and power ! 

Would I could read my destiny, 

Lovely and glorious star, in thee ! 

Yet why should I wish ? — I know too well 

What thy tablet of light would tell ! 

What, oh ! what could I read there. 

But the depths of Love's despair, — 

Blighted feelings, like leaves that fall 

The first from April's coronal, — 

Hopes like meteors that shine and depart — 

An early grave, and a broken heart ! 



SONG. 



Farewell ! — and never think of me 

In lighted hall or lady's bower ! 
Farewell ! — and never think of me 

In spring sunshine or summer hour! — 
But when you see a lonely grave, 

Just where a broken heart might be. 
With not one mourner by its sod. 

Then - - and then only — think op me ! 
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HOME. 

I LEFT my home ; — 'twas in a little vale, 
Shelter'd from snow-storms by the stately pines ; 
A small clear river wander'd quietly, 
Its smooth waves only cut by the light barks 
Of fishers, and but darkened by the shade 
The willows flung, when to the southern wind 
They threw their long green tresses. On the slope 
Were five or six white cottages^ whose roofs 
Reach'd not to the laburnum's height^ whose boughs 
Shook over them bright showers of golden bloom. 
Sweet silence reign'd around : — no other sound 
Came on the air, than when the shepherd made 
The reed-pipe rudely musical, or notes 
From the wild birds, or children in their play 
Sending forth shouts of laughter. Strangers came 
Rarely or never near the lonely place. . . • 
I went into far countries. Years pass'd by. 
But still that vale in silent beauty dwelt 
Within my memory. Home I came at last. 
I stood upon a mountain height, and look'd 
Into the vale below ; and smoke arose, 
And heavy sounds ; and through the thick dim air 
Shot blacken*d turrets, and brick walls, and roofs 
Of the red tile. I enter'd in the streets : 
There were ten thousand hurrying to and fro ; 
And masted vessels stood upon the river. 
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And barges sullied the once dew-clear stream. 
Where were the wiDows, where the cottages ? 
I sought my home ; I sought, and found a citj, 
Alas I for the green valley ! 



THE EMERALD RING. 

A SUPERSTITION. 

It is a gem which hath the power to show 
If plighted lovers keep their faith or no : 
If faithful, it is like the leaves of spring ; 
If faithless, like those leaves when withering. 
Take back again your emerald gem. 

There is no colour in the stone ; 
It might have graced a diadem. 

But now its hue and light are gone ! 
Take back your gift, and give me mine — 

The kiss that seal'd our last love-vow ; 
Ah, other lips have been on thine, — 

My kiss is lost and sullied now ! 
The gem is pale, the kiss forgot, 

And, more than either, you are changed ; 
But my true love has alter'd not. 

My heart is broken — not estranged ! 
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LOVE. 

She press'd her slight hand to her brow, or pain 

Or bitter thoughts were passing there. The room 

Had no light but that from the fireside, 

Which show'd, then hid, her face. How very pale 

It look'd, when over it the glimmer shone ! 

Is not the rose companion of the spring ? 

Then wherefore has the red-leaf 'd flower forgotten 

Her cheek? The tears stood in her large dark eyes- 

Her beauttful dark eyes — like hyacinth stars, 

When shines their shadowy glory through the dew 

That summer nights have wept; — she felt them not, 

Her heart was far away ! Her fragile form, 

Like the young willow when for the first time 

The wind sweeps o'er it rudely, had not lost 

Its own peculiar grace ; but it was bow'd 

By sickness, or by worse than sickness — sorrow ! 

And this is Love! — Oh I why should woman love ; 

Wasting her dearest feelings, till health, hope. 

Happiness, are but things of which henceforth 

She'll only know the name ? Her heart is sear'd : 

A sweet light has been thrown upon its life^ 

To make its darkness the more terrible. 

And this is Love ! 
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LOVE, HOPE, AND BEAUTY. 

Love may be increased by fears, 

May be fann'd with sighs, ^ 
Nurst by fancies, fed by doubts ; 

But without Hope it dies ! 
As in the far Indian isles 

Dies the young cocoa-tree, 
Unless within the pleasant shade 

Of the parent plant it be : 
So Love may spring up at first, 

Lighted at Beauty's eyes ; — 
But Beauty is not all its life, 

For without Hope it dies. 



THE CRUSADER. 

He is come from the land of the sword and shrine, 

From the sainted battles of Palestine ; 

The snow plumes wave o'er his victor crest. 

Like a glory the red cross hangs at his breast ; 

His courser is black as black can be, 

Save the brow star white as the foam of the sea, 
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And he wears a scarf of broidery rare, 

The last love-gift of his lady fair : 

It bore for device a cross and a dove, 

And the words, '* I am vow'd to my God and ray love ! " 

He comes not back the same that he went. 

For his sword has been tried, and his strength has been 

spent ; 
His golden hair has a deeper brown, 
And his brow has caught a darker frown. 
And his lip hath lost its boyish red, 
And the shade of the south o'er his cheek is spread ; 
But stately his step, and his bearing high, 
And wild the light of his fiery eye ; 
And proud in the lists were the maiden bright 
Who might claim the Knight of the Cross for her knight. 
But he rides for the home he has pined to see 
In the court, in the camp, in captivity. 

He reach'd the castle, — the gate was thrown 
Open and wide, but he stood there alone ; 
He enter'd the door, — his own step was all 
That echo'd within the deserted hall ; 
He stood on the roof of the ancient tower. 
And for banner there waved one pale wall-flower ; 
And for sound of the trumpet and sound of the horn. 
Came the scream of the owl on the night-wind borne ; 
And the turrets were falling, the vassals were flown. 
And the bat ruled the halls he had thought his own. 
His heart throbVd high : oh ! never again 
Might he soothe with sweet thoughts his spirit's pain ; 
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He never might think on his boyish years 

Till his eyes grew dim with those sweet warm tears 

Which Hope and Memory shed when they meet. 

The grave of his kindred was at his feet: 

He stood alone, the last of his race, 

With the cold, wide world for his dwelling-place. 

The home of his fathers gone to decay, — 

All but their memory was pass*d away ; 

No one to welcome, no one to share, . ^ 

The laurel he no more was proud to wear : 

He came in the pride of his war success. 

But to weep over very desolateness. 

They pointed him to a barren plain 

Where his father, his brothers, his kinsmen, were slain ; 

They show'd him the lowly grave, where slept 

The maiden whose scarf he so truly had kept ; 

But they could not show him one living thing 

To which his wither'd heart could cling. . . . 

Amid the warriors of Palestine 
Is one, the first in the battle-line ; 
It is not for glory he seeks the field. 
For a blasted tree is upon his shield. 
And the motto he bears is, '* I fight for a grave : 
He found it — that warrior has died with the brave ! 
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THE WAKRIOR: 

A SKETCH. 

The warrior went forth in the morning light, — 

Waved like a meteor his plume of white, 

Scarce might his gauntleted hand restrain 

The steed that snorted beneath the rein ; 

Yet curb'd he its pride, for upon him there 

Gazed the dark eye of his ladje fair. 

She stood on the tower to watch him ride, — 

The maiden whose hand on his bosom had tied 

The scarf she had work'd ; — she saw him depart 

With a tearless eje, though a beating heart ; 

But when the knight of her love was gone. 

She went to her bower to weep alone. 

The warrior pass'd, — but first he took 

At the castle-wall one parting look, 

And thought of the evening when he should bring 

His lady his battle-ofiering ; 

Then like a thought he dash'd o'er the plain. 

And with banner and brand came his vassal train. 

It was a thrilling sound to hear 

The bugle's welcome of warlike cheer; 

It was a thrilling sight to see 

The ranks of that gallant company : 

Many were there stately and tall, 

But Edith's knight was the first of all. — 



330 THE WARRIOR. 

The day is past, and the moonbeams weep 
O'er the many that rest in their last cold sleep; 
Near to the gash'd and the nerveless hand 
Is the pointless spear and the broken brand ; 
The archer lies like an arrow spent, 
His shafts all loose and his bow unbent; 
Many a white plume torn and red. 
Bright curls rent from the graceful head, 
Helmet and breast-plate scatter'd around. 
Lie a fearful show on the well-fought ground ; 
While the crow and the raven flock over head 
To feed on the hearts of the helpless dead, 
Save when scared by the glaring eye 
Of some wretch in his death-agony. 

Lighted up is that castle wall, 
And twenty harpers wait in the hall ; 
On the board is mantling the purple wine, 
And wreaths of white flowers the maidens twine; 
For distant and faint is heard the swell 
Of bugles and voices from yonder dell, — 
The victors are coming : and by the tower 
Had Edith watch'd for the midnight hour. 

Oh ! that lone sickness of the heart, 
Which bids the weary moments depart^ 
Yet dreads their departing; the cross she held fast, 
And kiss'd off the tears — they are come at last I 
But has not the bugle a plaining wail, 
As the notes of its sadness come on the gale; 
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Why comes there no shout of the victor's pride, 

As red from the battle they homewards ride? 

Yet high o'er their ranks is their white banner borne, 

While beneath droops the foeman's, blood-stain'd and torn. 

Said not that young warrior thus it should be, 

When he talk'd to his Edith of victory? 

Yet, maiden, weep o'er thy loneliness. 

Is not yon dark horse riderless? 

She flew to the gate, — she stood there alone, — 

Where was he who to meet her had flown ? 

The dirge grew plain as the troop came near, — 

They bear the young chieftain cold on his bier I 



APOLOGUE: 

THE THOUGHT SUOOESTED BT A SPANISH SATING, 
" AIB — FIRE — WATEB — SHAME." 

WATER. 

Seek for me "in the Arab maid's bower, 

Where the fountain plays over the jasmine flower; 

Seek for me in the light cascade 

The minstrel lists in the greenwood shade; 

Seek me at morn 'mid the violet's dyes: 

Seek me where rainbows paint April skies: 

In the blue rush of rivers, the depths of the sea, — 

If we should sever, there seek for me. 
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FIRE. 

Seek for me where the war-shots meet, 
Where the soldier*3 cloak is bis winding-sheet ; 
Seek for me where the lava wave 
Bursts from Etna's secret cave ; 
Seek for me where Christmas mirth 
Brightens the circle of love round your hearth; 
Where meteor-flames glance, where the stars are bright ; 
Where the beacon flashes at the dead midnight ; 
Where the lightning scathes the tall oak-tree, — 
If we should sever, there seek for me. 

AIB. 

Seek for me where the Spanish maid 

Hearkens at eve to the serenade: 

Seek for me where the clouds are dark, 

Where the billows foam round the sinking bark; 

Where the aspen-leaf floats on the summer's gale. 

Where the rose bends low at the nightingale's tale : 

Where the wind-harp wakens in melody,— 

If we should sever, there seek for me. 

SHAM£« 

Seek not me, if we should sever: 
Parted once, we part for ever. 
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